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Compton  Earl  of 
Lord  Compton,  &c-  and  to  //***-* 

His  vertuous  Cotintefs. 

T/Jj-  Poem  aw  compofed  by  a worth)  Gentkman at 
hours  of  his  recefs  from  happier  employments. In  h« 
life  he  toss  above  the  Sphere  of  common  miters,  and 
theufh  at  death  he  left  greater  Monuments  of  ntswortb 

and  ability,  this  fieee  hid  **,  a?""?  h 

men  of  excellent  judgement',  and  having  Offered  very 
much  hi  Private  Tranfcripis  where  it  pafi  through  many 
hands  as  a curiofity  of  Wit  and  Language,  Jt  is  new 
emergent  from  dartnejs,  and  appears  in  a fubhk?  drefs, 
having  fhaken  offomedufi  andmperfedhons  that  toe  u- 

fall)  waits  upon  multiple d Copies. 

Mv  Lord,  if  we  had  not  confidence  that  the  merit  of 
this  Poem  would  excuft  the  boldnefs  of  this  Dedication, 
we  would  net  have  attempted  fo  great  a flight  as  to  your 
name.  We  humbly  befecchy  cur  Honour  to  perufe  it  when  you 
will  def  end  to  a recreation  of  this  nature  : And  let  not 
eur  Hames  that  attendit,  by  up  Ittcntfs  and  want  of  Or- 
nament be  thought  a (lain  to  xvhal  we  have prejented-,  for 
thouoh  our  fails  art  not  filled  with  [o  much  happy  air  and 
breath  of  the  World,  yet  our  {mail  and  plain  veffels  are 
frauht  with  as  true  faith  & humility  toferveyou,*sthat 
which  carries  more  fire  and  noife  to  proclaim  then  devoti- 
ons : And  in  theaffuranee  that  your  mercy  will  vouch [afe 
us  your  protection,  we  eaft  our  (elves  a11™rJ‘ct' 

The  humbleft  of  thofe  that  pray  for  your 
Honours  happinefs.  *•  (■ 


ThePsrfons  of  the  Play”. 

CHildirtck.-,  an  old  King  of  France. 

Clotair , the  young  King. 

Clevis,  the  Mounfieur. 

Laiidrey,  Favorite  to  the  Queen;and  raifed  by  her  fa- 
vour to  be  Dukeof  frrf»«,and  Mai  Or  of  the  Pal_.ee. 
Rrijfac,  an  old  Peer  of  France. 

Brijfac  his  Sonne. 

L erds  for  Attendants. 


’ (Noble  men  of  France,  and  friends  of 
tZve  l the  banilhed  Lords. 

Cretiida , by  the  name  of  Cajirato , as  an  Eunuch. 
Tredigond,  the  Queen. 
jphelta,  Old  ftriffaes  Daughter. 
ifabella,  a Lady  that  waited  on  Afbelia. 

Three  L adies  for  Attendance. 

ACardinal  for  State, when  Kphelia  is  to  bebeheadedL 
Six  Yeung  wen  to  bear  the  Herfe. 

Six  of  the  Guard. 

A Herdfman. 

Muficians. 

A Page  to  Briffac  Jun. 

A backgj. 


Lamet, 

I) am  An, 


Maxell. 


The  Fatall  Contra^ 

TRAGEDY- 


A<5tus  Primus,  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Lamti  and  Dutmim  like  Souldiers. 

E are  not  fafe  Lamot ^ this  bawdie  peace 
Begets  a war  within  me^  our  fwords  worn 
For  Ornament,  not  ufej  the  Drum  & Trumpet 
Sing  drunken  Car rols,  and  t he  Canon  fpeaks 
He  a 1th, not  Confufion-, Helmets, turn’d  toCups* 
Our  bruifed  Armes  adminifter  difeourfe 
For  Tables  and  for  Taverns,  where  the  Souldter 
Oft  findes  a pitty,  not  relief;  T1  tell  thee, 

Wee’r  walking  images,  the  figns  of  men. 

And  hear  about  us  nothing  but  the  forme  * 

Of  man  that's  manly. 

Lam  W ee’r  c old  indeed . 

Dam.  Yes,  and  th’  ungrateful  time 
As  coldly  doth  reward  us,  all  our  aftions. 

Attempts  of  valour,  look’d  into  with  eyes 
Fil’d  with  contempt,  when  ye  Gods  ye  know 
It  is  our  gifts  they  fee  yet : oh  I am  mad  1 
The  very  bread  that  lends  them  lifeto  fcorn  us. 

Our  blood  has  pai’d  for,  yet  demand  a bit. 

Or  ask  of  this  old  fatten  belli’d  fir. 

Or  Madam  toothlefs  with  her  velvet  fconce, 

And  you  (hall  hear  their  rotten  lungs  pronounce 
The  W hip  and  Whip-ftock. 


Dam. 


3 


Tbc  Fatal!  ContraSl^ 

Lam,  Prethec  contain  thy  felfc 
Bum,  Thou  knowcft  I can  • 

With  what  an  equal  temper  did  I breath 
Under  the  frozen  climate  of  the  N orch, . 

Whereinraine  armes  (Yhefheersof  War)Iflept, 

My  bed  being  feather’d  with  the  down  of  Heaven  ? 

I have  lain  down  a man  and  rife  a fnow-bail. 

There  thefc  have  been  mypaftimes,  which  l*Ve  born 
As  willingly  as  I received  them  nobly. 

The  Queens  black  envie  which  doth  flill  remain. 

And  peeps  through  every  limb  fhe  bears  about  he** 

Fated  to  ruine  us,  does  not  fweli  my  Gall, 

No  nor  this  willing  beggery  I weare 
To  cloud  me  from  her  malice  *,  by  the  Gods 
This  Baftard -getting  peace  unfp:r*ts  me, 

A greater  corrafive  to  my  adbve  foul, 

Then  all  pafl-dls  whatever. 

Lam,  As  you  are  valiant  be  wife  too,  this  is  no  time 
To  vent  your  paffions  like  a woman  in. 

Your  fword,  not  tongue,  fhould  fpeak. 

Bum.  You  are  an  expert  Tutor,  and  I thank  you ; 

Our  wrongs  would  adde  a fpirit  to  the  dead. 

And  make  them  fight  our  quarrels  5 but  look  here 

j Enter  Landrey,  and  two  tr  three  infinnating  Lordf9\ 
b fie  in  Conference , and  three  or  fonre  Petitioners. 

The  minion  of  our  Queen,  oh  what  a train 
The  painted  Peacock  bears ! death,  were  I f ove 
But  only  for  this  Giant,  _ 

PetL  Good  your  honour,  our  wives  and  children. 

Good  your  honour  hear  us. 

L*n  Where  are  our  flaves,  keep  off thefe  dreg*  of  men,* 
The  fcum  and  ouc-caft  of  the  world-  bring  round  my  chariot 
To  the  Poftern-gate  • thefe  bell  -mouth  d Rafcals 
Split  mineeares  with  noife,  make  haftc  before 
left  my  Myftrefs  wait  my  coming.  r Exit . 

Peti* 


Peti.  Good  your  honour. 


f Extunt. 


i Peti.l'hQ  devil,  take  your  worfhip;wc  muft  follow. 

Bam.  Thefc  are  the  fruits  of  bafe  up-ftarts  and  flatterers. 

Tell  me  Lamot,  can  this  fame  Marchpane  man 
1 hink,  or  commit  a lin  though  ne're  fo  horrid, 

But  it  is  candied  o’re,  and  from  his  vice 
Exceflive  praife  and  plauditcs  arife  ? 

Were  I the  King,  but  he  is  wilfulblinde, 

And  by  the  homes  fhc  rocks  him  faff  afleep. 

Before  the  wanton  and  hot-blooded  Queen 
Should  have  the  Licence  but  to  beiufpeded 
With  fuch  a Kmghc  of  Ginger-bread  as  this, 

A gilded  flefti-flie,  I would  lock  her  up, 

Yea,  chain  the  evil  Angelin  a box. 

And  houfe  her  like  aSilk-worm-e. 

Lam.  Pardon  me  fir,  the  good  old  King’s  unable. 

Bam.  AfTOTnerefoTemufi;  admit  anup-ftarc  Page, 

Now  rais'd  to  Honours  by  her  lawleffe  lull, 

Maior  of  the  Palace,  and  the  Duke  of  France^ 

The  next  ftep  is  the  Crown,  now  by  my  life 
’Twere  good  the  King  would  execute  them  both. 

Lam.  Alas  he  dares  not,  for  the  no  chafte  Queen* 

Is  as  her  birth,  as  great  in  fadion, 

Followed  and  fainted  by  the  multitude, 

Whofe  judgement  fhe  hath  linck'd  unto  her  purfe. 

And  rather  bought  a love  then  found  it  ; 

She  has  a working  fpirit,  an  adive  brain,  _ 

^pt  to  coficeive,  and  wary  in  her  wiles  ^ 

Befides,  her  fons,  thepillowesof  the  State, 

Support  her  like  an  AtUs^  where  fhe  fits. 

And  like  the  Heavens  commands  our  Faces  beneath  her  ^ 

She  is  the  greater  light,  the  King  a Star 
That  only  glares  but  through  her  influence. 

A Florijh  within* 

Bam.  Hark,  the  thunder  of  the  world,  how  out  of  tune. 
This  peace  corrupting  ail  things  makes  themfpeak, 

Whac  means  this  molt  adulterate  noife  ? 
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The  Fat  all  Contrast , 

Lam.  Why,  are  you  ignorant  ? 

This  is  a night  of  jubile,  and  the  King 
Solemnly  fcafts  for  his  wars  bappie  fucceffe, 

Befides  his  Sons  and  he  arc  knit  again  •, 

We  fhall  have  Masks  and  Revelling  to  night. 

Bum. Now  the  great  Gods  confound  this  pic kthanck  noife* 
The  Drums  and  Trumpets  are  turn'd  flatterers^ 

And  Mars  himfelf  a Bawd  to  grace  their  riot 
OI  am  mad,  this  grates  my  very  Gall. 

Lam.  What  man,  bear  up  • 

Although  I wifh  all  civil  difcord  hence. 

Yet  I do  hope  a time  wherein  we  Souldiers, 

Shall  like  a moving  wall  of  living  fteel* 

Defend  this  Citie  that  offends  us  now. 

Bum.  My  thoughts  keep  not  your  road,  I think 
The  devilifh  ipirit  of  the  haughty  Queen, 

Will  And  iraploy  meat  for  us  yet,  her  brain 
Is  very  adive  in  exploits  that  breed 
The  Souldiers  harveft,  war  and  diffention* 

Enter  tb-e  Eunuch  with  bags  of  Gold,  gives  to  each  of 
thfiin,  one,  and  after  a little  paufe  cfepar ts . 

Lam.  What  vifloffs  this  ? ’tis  Gold  right  and  fair , 

Sure  I dream  not. 

Dam  I cannot  tell,  but  he  that  takes^rhis  from  me9 
Shall  foon  perceive  n do  not  (leep  nor  {lumber. 

Lam . It  was  the  Eunuch. 

Bum.  That  needs  no  deciding. 

Lam.  What  fpeaks.  the  P^per  left  behind e 
If  it  be  C horns  to  this  dumb  flaew,read  it  Bumaine, 

The  Letter . 

As  you  are  Souldiers  truly  valiant,,  I honor  you,  as  poor,  I pie- 
ty you- therefore  have  fent  youthat  will  render  you  as  com- 
pleat  Courtiers,  as  undaunted  Souldiers:  we  know  your 
prefent  Ur  tunes  ftiame  your  parentage,  which  was  not 
bnefy  great  id  it  ft  if,  but  fortunate  ia  fo  fair  an  off  fpnng: 
BnmTm^ lamr,\Qi  it  fuffice  we  know  y e/or  our  eye  is  every 

where : 


A Trdgedk. 


KUlUlTaUllClO.il  J(UUU41l.nu.i....j-rr  . , 

fo  adorned,  as  (tell  become  your  honours,  our  friends. 


Lamot  The  Queen? 

T>um.  We  are  betraid  Lamot,  what  (hall  we  doe  ? 

Law.  Wee’l  take  the  gracious  proffer  o(  the  Queen, 

Shee’s  princely  vow*d  our  friend ; befides  what  ill 
Can  we  expeft  from  her  who  might  have  fcnt 
Her  murdering  nunifters*  and  Oain  us  here. 

If  (he  intended  foul  play  ? butfhe’s  noble. 

Dam.  Noble,  grant  her  fo,  yet— - 
Law.  What  yet? 

Her  murdred  Brothers  memory — 

Lam.  When  he  fell,  we  were  too  young  for  traitors* 

*Z>m.  But  not  for  torments,  had  we  b^en  apprehended, 

For  in  the  hi«gh  difpleafure  of  the  Queen, 

All  our  posterity  was  doom’d,  fome  felt  the  wheel, 

Some  wrack’d,  fome  hang  d,  others  imp  d’d  on  (lakes. 

With  divers  ftrange  and  horrid  forms  of  death, 

That  you*d  have  fought,  and  fitly  thought  it  too. 

That  all  the  torments  which  the  p feign 
The  damned  fpirits  exercife  in  H:l), 

Had  here  been  put  in  execution ; 

And  had  we  not  been  then  in  lVitenburge9 
Beyond  the  fury  of  her  mortal  ipken, 

We  had  added  to  the  number  of  the  dead; 

Then  think  you  ftill  we  (hall  not  ? 

Lam . Now  by  my  life  it’s  murder  to  fufipeft  her? 

Our  lives  are  all  thac  we  can  lofe,  cur  fame, 

Not  time  nor  Arc  can  murrher,fo  wee’l  venture.Exe^f  omries* 


Enter  Fredigond  the  Jgfc een,  and  the  Eunuch. 
What  conference  did  they  maintain  > thee ? 
Eu.  Nous  farther  chan  the  language  of  eyes, 


Fredigond* 


S cena  II. 
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They 


The  Fat  all  Contra ft. 

They  look’d  on  me  as  if  they  meant  me  thanks. 

Which  their  amazement  rob'd  me  off. 
ght.  Spake  they  not  then  at  all  ? 

Eh.  No,  not  a word, 

They  fean’d  to  me  as  if  they  knew  no  language. 

Qtu  You  know  them  not  ? 

Eu.  No  deareft  Lady,  for  th’appear’d  to  me 
Like  to  the  filentpoftures  in  the  Arras, 

Onely  the  form  of  men  with  ftranger  faces. 

Take  u’m  then,  they  are  our  enemies, 

Whom  I have  angled  with  that  golden  bait ; 

Their  parents  waded  in  my  Brothers  blood. 

For  which  i’l  be  rtveng’d  of  all  thdrkin. 

Could  they  increafe  as  oft  as  1 would  kill, 

I’d  ever  kill  that  they  might  full  increafe ; 

This  pi&ure drawn  by  an  Italian 
(Which  1 (till  keep  to  whet  mine  anger) 

Does  reprefent  the  murcherof  my  brother, 

For  raviftung  this  beauteous  piece  cf  ill  $ 

A bloody  and  a terrible  miftake. 

To  murther  Clodimir  for  Clotarrs  fa&. 

For  which  behold  how  Freaigond'6  reveng’d. 

This  old  Dumaine  and  father  to  this  maid, 

With  all  his  kindred,  fociates  and  allies, 

( Thefe  brace  of  wicked  ones,  and  that  ravifht  whore, 

The  fair  and  fatal  caufe  of  thefe  events 

Only  excepted  ) are  here,  here  in  this  pi&ure  : 

lit  not  a brave  fight,  how  doth  the  objett  like  thee .? 

How  prettily  that  babie  hangs  byth’heels. 

Sprawling  his  Arms  about  his  mothers  wombe, 

As  if  again  he  fought  for  (belter  there  ? 

Here’s  one  bereft  of  hands,  and  this  or  tongue, 

Finger  thy  lute  Maria,  fing  out  Ifabel : Scoflice. 

Hark,  hark  Caflrato,  the  mufick  of  the  Spheres, 

0 ravifhing  touch,  hark  how  the  others  voice 
Ecchoes  the  Lute,  Is’c  not  a divine  foftn  fs? 

Ha, ha  ha,  Ido  expeft  they  now  fhoiild  rail  extreamly  5 

1 prethce  (cold  at  me  good  // a btly 


Draw  the  cur- 
tain,nd  fhcvp 
the  fixture. 


A 


A Tragtdte , 

A little  of  the  woman  5 no  Maria , 

Within  the  clofed  circle  of  mine  eyes. 

Anchor  thy  fingers,  alas, thy  nails  are  par’d. 

Nor  has  poor  lfabel  a tongue  to  fcold  with. 

And  here’s  the  Granddam  with  her  glares  out  > 

Saddle  her  nofe  with  fpe&acles,  or  clfc 
Shee'l  mifs  her  way  to  the  infernal  pit. 

Two  hoarie  gray- beards  in  this  angle  lyes, 

Will  find  their  way  to  Hell  without  their  eyes. 

Villains  that  kil’d  my  Brother;  how  does  this  like  thee? 

T o execute  men  in  pi&ure,  is’t  not  rare  ? ( Stabs  tbe  Pi&ure « 

Eu»  Were  but  Cbrotilda  here,  and  thefe  two  youngtter*. 

1:  wereapaftime  for  the  Gods  to  gaze  on. 

Oh  were  1 but  a man  as  others  are. 

As  indc  and  open-handed  nature  made  me. 

With  Organs  apt  and  fit  for  womans  fervice. 

Wh  t if  thou  wert? 

What  if  I were  great  Queen  ? 
l*d  fearch  the  Deferts,  Mountains,  Vallies,  Plains, 

Till  1 had  met  Cbrotilda p whom  by  force 
I’d  make  to  mingle  with  thefe  footle  limbs. 

Till  I had  got  on  her  one  like  to  me, 

Wnom  I would  nourilhfbr  the  Dumain  line  ; 

That  time  to  come  might  ftorie  to  the  world* 

They  had  the  Devil  to  their  Grandfather* 

Q tu  l find  thee  Eunuch  apt  for  my  Emploiments, 
Therefore  I will  unclafp  my  foul  to  tbec, 

I've  always  found  thee  trufty,  and  I love  thee. 

E With  thanks  1 ever  muft  acknowledge  It, 

And  lay  my  life  at  my  great  Miftrefs  feet,  Kneels . 

T fe  nd  it  when  (he  pleafes. 

We  need  it  not 

As  yet  C* iftrato,  but  we  may  hereafter^ 

See,  there’s  the  plat.form  of  great  Cbildricks  death  5 
And  they  which  mull  be  thought  his  murderersj 
Our  Enemies,  and  now  new  Courtiers, 

Whom  hitherto  lhave  referv’d  for  policy  5 


The  Fittall  Contrail, 

Firfl,  that  they  take  away  the  guilt  from  us ; 

Next,  being  apprehended,  ftudying deaths. 

The  heads  of  all  our  Engineers  Anil  lie 
T’jnvent  unheard  of  torments  for  the  (laves; 

I long  to  fee  them  here,  here  in  this  frame. 

Greeting  cheir  kindreds  bones. 

£«♦  You  are  the  Goddefs  of  invention. 

<3*  Then  i’l  commend  thee  to  my  ekisr  Son, 

Where  thou  wilt  windintohis  fveret  thoughts; 

As  for  the  younger  Boy  let  me  alone  ; 

And  when  we  have  them  on  the  hip,  they  (hall 
Follow  their  Fathers  unto  Hells  blacky  Hail 
Eu.  Still  better- 

Q u Will  not  this  be  brave  > ha,  how  Iik’ff  thou  this  ? 
Now  by  this  light  l’m  taken  ftrangely  with  thee, 

Come  kifs  me,  kffs  me  firra,  tremble  not.  (Queen  kijfes 
Fie,  what  a January  lipthouhaft,  him* 

A pair  cf  Hides:  fure  thou  baft  bought 

A pair  of  caSt-iipS  of  the  chaft  Diana  s5 

Thy  blood’s  meer  fhow*broth,  kifle  me  again  : (sgais,) 

Now  fee  if  you  can  find  thefe  gallants  forth. 

And  bring  them  to  our  prefence.  Exit  Eunuch. 

O Sir  y’arc  welcome,  Enter  Landrey. 

Your  vifits  have  been  freer,  but  I grow  old. 

And  you  command  the  beauties  of  the  time* 

Lan.  What  means  my  noble  Miftre&?chink  you  the  blood 
Runs  fo  degenerate  within  thefe  veins, 

T o ftoop  to  an  inferiour  imbrace, 

When  I injoy  the  beft. 

Qu.  We  are  betraid  : 

I’l  tell  thee  a good  jeft  Landrey , pray  mark  ; 

This  morning,drefting  my  head,  my  husband  came, 

And  with  his  fwitch  ( for  he  was  then  to  hunt  ) 

A gentle  ftroke  he  gave  me  on  the  back  • 

My  fancy  btsfied  then  to  make  me  fine, 

Suppofing  it  wa3you  that  fptfrted  fo, 

(Not  dreaming  that  the  dotard  was  fo  neer  ) 


Cri’d 


A Tragedy. 

Cri‘d,  well  my  Landrey , in  ftory  we  (till  find  ^ 

The  bell  Knight*  ftrike  before  and  not  behind : 

The  King  who  alwayes  underftood  too  faft  , 

Quits  (uddenly  my  Chamber;  what  he  intends 
1 cannot  guefle,  unlefTe  it  be  our  deaths  , 

Which  if  he  fpeedily  perform  not,  then 

Know  he  fhall  never,  for  this  night  concludes  him,  ; ;v 

His  Sons  I weigh  like  him,  they  have  rebelled. 

And  taken  fpirit  of  late  toppoft  my  will , 

And  contradict  my  pleafures  in  thy  love. 

For  which  it  is  not  fafe  that  they  (hould  live  j 
The  Kingdoms  Heir  (hall  be  a boy  of  chine. 

And  Kings  and  Queens  fhall  follow  Id  thy  Line. 

Eu.  Madam, here  are  the  Gentlemen*  Enter  DumtinefcLimoi 

very  buve,  the  Eunuch. 

§>u.  Y'are  welcome  to  the  Gourmand  us, brave  fpirit*  y'are 
welcome. 

Take  a Queens  word  y’are  welcome, 

Ambo.  Y our  highnefle  is  as  full  of  grace  as  mercy, 

<§#.  Rife  and  follow  us,  weel  be  your  Guardian  and 
Protettrefs. 

Lan.  What  are  theft  > ( Afide 

Qu . Sheep  for  my  (hambles,  whom  I have  fatted  up 
Only  for  {laughter  ; things  are  on  foot  decreed , 

Shall  make  fome  fmile  to  night,  and  others  bleed. 

Exeunt  mne§ 

Sc  EM  A III. 

Enter  Clovis  at  one  door,  Aphelia  and  a Page  at  the  other 
with  a Torch . 

Clo . My  bed  Miftrelfe, 

What  Angel  brought  you  hither  > for  I know 
Millions  attend  your  goodnefle. 

Aph.My  Lord ? 

Clo.  W hy  do  you  cafr  fuch  Granger  eyes  upon  me  > 

You  were  not  wont  to  cloth  your  brows  with  fcorn,<2 
Nor  dart  fuch  deadly  looks;  can  my  miftrefle 
Be  angry  with  her  fervan?  7 c&y  offence, 

If  flow neffe  in  roy  vilits,  i*l  hereafter  ^ 
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Grow  to  your  threfhokU  why  weep  you  now? 

Truft  me  divined  fair  thine  eyes  feed  pearl: 

Bracelets  for  Gods  to  wear  about  their  armes. 

Afh.  I am  too  fond,  and  yet  he  fwears  he  loves  me. 

I have  believ’d  him  too,  for  I have  found 
A Godlike  nature  in  him,  and  a truth 
Hitherto  condant. 

Clo.  Sweeteft  fair  the  caufe  ? 

Aph.  If  this  fhould  be  diffembled;not  your  heart  9 k 
And  having  won  my  fouls  affe&ion , 

Should  on  a judgement  more  retir’d  to  date , 

Smile  at  your  perjuries,  and  leave  mein  love. 

What  ill-bred  tales  the  world  would  make  of  me. 

Clo.  That  jealoufle  i'l  drangle  • take  this  Ring  9 
As  I that  Diamond  da^el’d  by  thine  eyes , 

Whofe  beauty  fickned  ’caufe  ecdips'dby  thine  $ ; 

Be  thefe  the  mutual  pledges  of  our  love, 

Our  Marriage  before  our  Marriage  t 
And  curs’d  be  he  that  feparates  our  love , 

Though  France  be  one,  or  what  is  greater  fove. 

Are  your  fears  over  now  f 

Alp.  My  Lord,  ldare  no  ill,  and  therefore  doubt  none. 

Enter  Kingi^Heen5r'lotaire)Landrey,I)H7nain,LamotiEanHcb- 
Lords,  Ladyes,  G Hard . 

King,  Approach  our  perfon  nearer , for  me  thinks 
Y’have  honed  faces,  ifyour  hearts  keep  touch 
Pyour  outward  femblance,  y’ate  a pair 
Nothing  but  death  fhall  force  from  me. 

Sji'  Good,  good,  this  Phyfick  works.  ( aftde 

Eh.  Madam,  is’c  done  ? 

Sfl-  1 my  black  Genius,  fuch  a fatal  dram 
I have  adminidred,  will  wing  his  foul 
With  expedition  to  the  other  world , 

His  part  eflbntial  like  a wearied  Ghoft 
This  night  forfakes  her  Inn,  when  fled  and  gone. 

Who  knows  where  ir  0 all  lodge:  mark  his  looks, 

SeeVUhou  not  death  thron’d  in  his  hollow  eye  * 
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Great  tyrant  over  Nature  ? 

Eu.  With  looks  inquifice  I have  beheld  hitfi , 

But  fee  noalteration. 

Jfcu.  Thou  art  a fool,  and  wants  the  optique  netvfcs 
To  pry  into  my  Arts^  where  I lay  trains, 

Death  comes  before  the  grief,  the  fulpherous  match 
Deftroyes  the  powder  with  a motion  flow 
To  what  I work  with-  as  Autumn  aged  leaf. 

In  youth  the  prime  and  glory  of  the  Grove, 

Not  to  be  grafpt  with  hand,  falls  with  a puff. 

And  what  he  could  not  touch  but  now,  we  tread  on , 

So  Childrickc~~ 

King.  Lend  me  thine  arm  Dumain^  1 know  not  what , 

But  on  the  fudden-—  ( Dumain  & Lamot  about  the  King* 
How  the  Nats  play  and  buz  about  the  fire 
Mul  t con  fume  them. 

Eu.  * Lis  rare,  obfervant  Gockscomes. 

Clot  a.  W hat  ftar's  unflier’d  and  walks  upon  the  Earth , 
Making  our  night  a noon  ? methinks  her  fight 
Does  cure  blindneffe,  and  lend  darkneffe  light , 

C a fir  at  o ( Clot  air  e y tills  the  Eunuch  afidf. 

Eu.  No  more,  we  are  obferv’d,  my  Lord, 

Clot.  What  Ladyes  that  ? 

Eu.  T hat  French  India  with  a mine  upon  her  back , 

With  whom  your  Brother  holds  difeourfe  ? 

Clot.  The  fame. 

Eu.  The  chaft  and  beautiful  Amelia. 

Clot . Indeed  fhe's  wondrous  fair , nature  hath  much 
Befriended  her,  art  fure  fhe's  honeft } 

Eu.  Snow's  not  purer  • 

No  veftai  Virgin  at  the  Aultar  bears 
A foul  fo  incorrupt,  fo  void  of  flame 
I hat's  loofly  a&ive. 

CUt.  Cafirato,  be  as  our  felf,  get  but  that  Lady  for  me } 
Thou  underftand’ft  me. 

Eu.  Shee  dotes  upon  your  Brother,  by  which  means 
I'l  think  upon  fome  plot. 

Clot . The  Mafque  ended  we  will  talk  further  on't, 
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Xing.  Defer  our  paftimes  till  another  night  9 
I am  not  wel;  at  eafe. 

Duma ♦ Lights,  lights  for  his  Ma jefty. 

£7 of.8c  Clovis  How  is  it  with  your  grace  ourRoyal  Father? 
Eu.  BumaiHi  Lamot,  your  feet  are  in  the  fnarc  , 

Fredigon  huuts,  and  when  (he  hunts  beware.  ( I'be  Eunuch 
Lam.  What  (ayes  the  Have  ? ( talks  with  Aphelia  afidc* 

T)um ♦ No  matter  what,  mind  we  his  Majefty. 

King*  There  is an  JEtna  in  me , 

The  air  I draw  returns  illuminate  , 

Philofophy  thy  Element  of  fire’s  here. 

§)u.  His  Grace  grows  worfe  and  worfe,  fupport  him 
Gently  friends  ; O my  dear  Husband*  O my  gentle  Lord. 

Exeunt  omnest 

A fhe.  I credit  your  report,  & will  obey,  ( Manent  Eunucb 
His  mind  is  honourable  like  his  parentage;  and  Amelia* 
His  fingle  name  has  arn/d  me,  pray  lead  on.  ( Exe . Alf>&  Eu* 
Lam . O woe,  woe,  woe,  Enter  Lamor, 

Clot.  Horror  and  death.  Enter  Clotaire. 

Clo.  Odifmal  fatal  hour.  (Enter  Clovis, Fredigond,  the 
§>u  With  Cbildricke nd  ^ueeny Landry ^Dmain^Guard^ 

TheWorld.  Attendants . 

Vum*  Have  patience  gentle  Queen. 

Hu.  Stand  from  me  , 

Preach  patience  ro  the  Sea*  when  the  rude  winds- 
Swell  her  ambitious  billowes  ’bove  the  clouds  , 

And  if  thou  tutor’ll  them  to  peace  and  filence  , 

1’J  be  as  cahn  as  they, 

C lot.  The  treafon  here,  and  not  the  T ray  tor  , 

Quite  confounds  me. 

Q u.  Doubt  ye  the  Tray  tors  > 

I’ve  brought  a pair  of  Vipers  to  the  Court , 

Warm'd  and  reliev’d  them  with  a (ting  to  kill  us  5 
Who  could  be  Authors  of  this  deed  but  they  .? 

His  new  bofome  friends  have  (lain  him , 

.Lay  han  Js  upon  the  villains. 

Vum  We  are  betraid  Lamot,  bafely  befet  with  fnaref. 

Lam,  Julfice  fight  thou  my  caufe  with  thine  own  iword. 
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Q#.  O villains  would  yc  let  them  fcape  ? 

Two  men  to  pafle  the  ftrength  of  all  our  guard  ? 

This  mads  me, 

C lot  Make  after  them  and  bring  them  back  , 

Or  by  my  Fathers  foul  ye  deep  your  lad. 
e/fpbelia,  oh  Afhelia,  (hee’l  not  from  my  mind  , 

I may  command  her  now. 

Come  Mother,  Brother,  Friend*,  come  let  us  go  , 

King  nt’r  receiv'd  a Crown  fo  tuli  of  woe.  Exe ♦ owner  4 

ABm  Secundus  Scena  Trima. 

Enter  Old  Brijfac  and  the  Page, 

Page ♦ l Left  her  mid’ft  th*  amazed  multitude , s 

i Where  doubdefle  frighted  with  the  fudden  horror*] 
Of  the  unlook'd  tor  rourther  of  the  King , 

She  has  with  other  beauties  ot  the  Cc  urt^ 

Retir'd  her  felf until  the  morning  liar, 

0.  Brif  'Tis  very  likely  fo,  yet  dee  hear-** 

1 know  not  what  to  fay,  1*1  not  to  bed  , ! 

My  thoughts  are  full  of  tempos,  difmal  thinkings. 

Where  is  my  Son,  why  went  he  not  to  Court  > 

Page,  Your  Son  fir  Charles , fir,  is  not  yet  in  bed , 

But  why  he  went  not  to  the  Court  I know  not. 

O.  Brif  Perhaps  (he’s  fare,  then  way  returns  (he  not.? 
Why  fends  (he  not  glad  mefleuges  of  health  > 

No,  no,  (he’s  loft,  and  1 undone  for  ever. 

Go  to  your  bed,  I will  not  trouble  you. 

Go  take  your  reft,  yet  pray  be  up  betimes,  ( Offers  to  go, 
Yet  (lay  and  watch  with  me,  (he  may  come  home. 

She  may  come  home,  it's  good  to  wait  for  her  3 
Yet  now  I’ve  thought  onY  get  you  hence  to  bed  , 

And  yet  not  fo,  run,  run  unto  the  Court , 

O Villain  how  he  moves  3 yet  why  fo  faft , ( Offers  to  run . 
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let  me  deliberate,  that  were  to  give 
The  Courtiers  notice  I haveloft  my  Daughter, 

Whom  they  will  then  fufped,  and  call  her  fame 

Into  an  ill  conflru&ion  • no  no  no  : ( Enter  Charlts 

0 fir  you'r  welcome,  where  is  your  filler  ? Briffackjk  Clovis 

1 mult  have  her  (irra,  and  I will  ; where  is  the  Prince  dif- 

She  Charles,  where  is  (he?  gtiifed. 

Cha.  My  noble  Father. 

Q.  Brif  T ut  tut  tut,  noble  me  nobles,  nor  Father  me 
No  Fathers,  where  is  your  filler  firra  ? 

Cha.  My  filler?  - 

O • Erif.  Your  filler  *,  this  cunning  fhall  not  carry  it; 
Where  is  (he  ? fpeak. 

Cha.  Within  fir,  is  Hie  not  ? otherwife  this  Gentleman 
Ha's  loll  his  labour,  he's  come  to  vifit  her. 

O.  Brif.  Hoyday,  hoyday,  hoyday.,  to  vifit  her  ? 

Plots,  plots,  meer  fetches  to  delude  me  : to  vifit  her? 

What  at  the  dead  of  night,  w hen  the  whole  world 
Is  funckin  (lumber,  and  our  luflie  youth 
As  quiet  as  the  Grave?  to  vifit  her? 

O mofl  ridiculous,  to  vifit  her  ? 

Pray  Gentleman  confider,  does  your  filler  keep 
Times  fo  prepoflcrous  for  vifiting  ? 

Makes  fhe  a day  of  night,  or  ha's  been  bred 
As  loofe  as  Lais^  to  love  night  Courtings  ? 

Do  not  diflrad  me  •,  to  vific  her  ? 

Cha.  Pray  fir  colled  your  felf  •,  this  Gentleman 
Even  at  that  horrid  point  where  the  King  fell-— 

O Brif.  I there's  more  mifehief  too ; God  for  his  mercy 
What  a world  is  this  ! 

Cha.  Saw  a Ring  drop  from  off  my  fiflers  finger  , 

And  at  his  bell  advantage  took  it  up , 

Which  he  had  then  deliver'd,  but  that  fright 
Which  renders  men  forgetful  made  him  fo , 

Bur  knowing  where  fhe  liv’d,  ( fo  he  protefts ) 

He  could  notfleep  until  it  were  deliver’d. 

O.  Brif.  Pray  let  me  fee  the  Ring ; yes  it  was  hers » 

And  (he  would  fay  {he'd  never  part  with  it 
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But  when  (he  meant  to  wed  j if  y’  have  married  her , 

Or  have  her  promife  rivited  to  yours  , 

Tell  me  but  where  (he  is  i*I  be  content. 

For  1 in  lofing  her  have  loft  my  joy. 

Cba.  U (he  not  then  within  > 

0.  Brif  Yes  too  much*  oh  no 
The  Hotife  contains  her  not,  (he  is  not  here. 

Nor  is  tor  ought  I know  at  all, 

CIov ♦ Omy  prophetick  foul,  then  ’tis  no  idle  fear^ 

0.  Brif.  How  the  Monfieur?  what  makes  he  here  ? 

Clov • There’s  fbmething  whifpers  me,  go  not  to  bed  > 

Go  not  to  bed  till  thou  haft  found  her  oat , 
thou  my  Genius,  or  what  power  elfe 
( Suggefting  lawful  things  ) 1 will  obey  thee. 

Still  it  cries,  deep  not  to  night ; had  l tane  Opium  , 

The  drowfie  Poppie,  cold  Mandragora  > 

Or  all  the  flecpy  (irrops  of  che  world  , 

With  fuch  a powerful  fpellthou  work’d  upon  me , 

That  (hould  1 take  an  everlafting  deep 

ThouldM:  wake  my  fcattered  bones,  and  make  them  rile 

T o watch  the  horror  of  this  fatal  night  *, 

Sleep  ever  waking  envie  and  miftruft, 

Ye  things  which  never  knew  what  dumbermeant  5 
Ghofts  keep  your  beds,  ye  Centinels  of  night , 

Goblings  and  Spe&ors  do  not  walk  your  round  | 

A general  Lethargie  (eize on  this  hour, 

WhiiftI  alone  the  Watchman  of  the  night 
W ill  wake  in  fpite  of  fate,  Argus  t hine  eyes 
To  find  Afhelia  and  her  miferies.  ( Extl* 

0.  Brif.  Pretty  in  good  fadnede,  wondrous  pretty  \ 

I s he  in  earned  ? 

Cba.  Sure  he  didembles  not,  1 little  thought[When  1 did 
Let  him  in,  what  perfon  grac’d  [ Our  Thrtfhold, 

0.  Brif  Ah  (irra,  what  a girl  is  this  to  be  out  of  th'way. 

He  is  in  love  that’s  certain*,  let  me  remember, 

When  1 w^s  (irft  a Lover  as  he  is, 

Fde  juft  fuch  wild  vagaries  in  my  brain  , 

Such  midnight  madnefie  5 this  puling  baggage 
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May  loft  her  felf  for  ever,  an  i her  fortunes, 

For  this  hours  abfence;  go,  be  gone,  , 

Follow  his  royal  perfon,  comfort  him  , 

Tell  him  my  daughter  will  again  be  found  \ 

And  fo  good  Angels  grant  we  meet  with  her. 

Exe.omcs. 

SCEH.  IT* 

Enter  Afhelia  and  the  Eunuch  with  a wax  Taper. 

Jj>k.  Into  what  Labyrinth  do  you  lead  me  fir  ? 

What  by  perplexed  wayes  ? I fhould  much  fear 
Had  you  not  us’d  his  name,  which  is  to  me 
A ftrength  gainft  terror,  and  himfelf  fo  good , 

Occafion  cannot  varie,  nor  the  night , 

Youth,  nor  his  wild  defire,  orherwife 
A filent  forrow  from  mine  eyes  would  fteal 
And  tell  fad  ftories  for  roe. 

Eu*  You  are  too  tender  of  your  honour  Lady  , 

Too  full  of  aguilh  trembling*  the  noble  Prince 
Ilt  as  December,  frofty  in  delire, 

Save  what  is  lawful,  he  not  owns  that  heat , 

Which  were  you  fnow  would  thaw  a tear  from  you. " 

Afb,  This  is  the  place  appointed,  pray  heavens  all  things 
go  well. 

Eu.  I will  go  call  him,  pleafe  you  reft  your  felf  $ 

Here  lies  a book  will  bear  you  company 
Till  I return,  which  will  be  prefently. 

Hether  IT  fend  the  King,  not  that  I mean  £ Apbelia  rads  in 
To  give  him  leave  to  cool  his  burning  luft,  tbc  b ^ 

For  Clovvfhal I prevent  him  in  thefaft* 

A nd  thus  I (hall  endear  my  felf  to  bot  h : 

C lovit  in  rage  perhaps  will  kill  the  King  1 
Or  by  the  King  will  perilh,  if  both  fall , 

Or  either,  both  wayes  make  for  me ; 

The  Queen  as  rootedly  does  hate  her  Sons , 

As  1 oer  Ladyfhip,  to  fee  this  fraie 

She  rouft  be  brought  by  me,  fhe’l  fteel  them  on 

T o one  anothers  dammage,  for  her  fake 
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1’Ifay  I fet  on  foot  this  hopeful  brawl. 

Whilft  fhe  will  hug  and  kifle  me  for  the  fame  v 
Thus  on  all  Tides  the  Eunuch  will  play  foul , 

And  as  his  face  is  black  he'l  have  his  foul. 

Alph.  How  witty  forrow  ha's  found  out  difcourfe 
bitting  a midnight  fcafon ! here  1 fee 
One  bath'd  in  Virgins  tears,  whofc  purity 
Might  blanch  a Blackamore,  turns  natures  Bream  ( Enter 
Back  on  it's  felfj  words  pure  and  of  that  Brain  Clot  ait 

Might  move  the  Parca  to  be  pittiful. 

Clot.  Methinks  I Band  lik  zTarqtiin  in  the  night* 

When  he  defil'd  the  chaBity  of  Rome , 

Doubtful  of  what  to  do,  and  like  a Thief  (fie  fiiH 

I take  each  noife  to  be  an  Officer.  re  Ads  cite 

She  ha's  a ravifhing  feature , and  her  mind 
Is  of  a purer  temper  than  her  body  : 

Her  vertues  more  than  beauty  ravifh't  me  > 

And  I commit  even  with  her  piety 
A kind  of  inceB  with  Religion  • 

Though  I do  know  it  is  a deed  of  death 
Condemn’d  to  torments  in  the  other  world , 

Such  tempting  fweetneffe  dwels  in  every  limb , 

That  I muB  venter  my  eflential  parts 

For  the  fruition  of  a moments  luB  , £ Exit  with  a re- 

A pleafure  dearly  bought.  folve  not  to  do  it. 

Aphe.  Alack  poor  maid. 

Poor  ravifht  Philomel , thy  lot  was  ill 
To  meet  that  violence  in  a Brother,  which 
I in  a Branger  doubt  not ; yet  me  thinks 
I am  too  confident,  for  I feel  my  heart 
Burden’d  with  fomething  ominous^  thefe  men 
Are  things  offubtil  nature,  and  their  oaths 
UnconBan  t like  themfelves.  Clovis  may  prove  unkind , 
Alack, why  not  ? fay  he  ftiould  offer  foul. 

The  evil  counfel  ofafecret  place  , 

And  night  his  friend,  might  over-tempt  his  will  *, 

I dare  not  Band  the  hazard  • guide  me  light 
T o fome  un:rodden  place,  where  poor  Imay 
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Wear  out  the  night  with  fighs  till  it  be  day-  ( Enter  Clot a. 

Clot.  I am  refolv’d,  I will  be  bold  and  rcfclute* 

Hail  bdautious  Damfell. 

ApheMz,  what  man  art  thou 
That  haft  thy  count’naace  clouded  with  thy  Cloak, 

And  hid’ft  thy  face  from  darkneffe  and  the  night  ? 

If  thy  intents  deferve  a muffler  too , 

Withdraw  and  ad  them  not.  What  art  thou,  fpcak? 

And  wherefore  cam’ft  thou  hither 
' Clot.  I came  to  find  one  beautiful  as  thou'. 

And  am  a man  willing.to  pleafe  a woman. 

Aphe.  I underftand  you  not, 

**  Clot.  But  I muft  you,  yea  and  the  right  way  too 
Or  my  ftrength  (hall  fail  me* 

^p^.Help,  help,  help. 

Clot.  Peace,  none  of  your  loud  mufick  Lady , 
ifyou  raife  a note,  or  beat  the  air  with  clamor , 

You  fee  your  death . Draw  his  dagger. 

Aphe . What  violence  is  this  l inhumane  fir , ( kneels. 

Why  do  you  threaten  war,  fright  my  foft  peace 
With  moft  ungentle  fteel  f what  have  I done 
Dangerous,or  am  like  to  do  ? why  do  you  wrack  me  thus  ? 
Mine  armes  are  guilty  of  no  crimes,  do  not  torment  um : 

Mine  heart  and  they  have  been  heav'd  up  together 
For  mankind  that  was  holy , if  in  that  ad 
They  have  not  pray’d  for  you,  mend  and  be  good , 

The  fault  is  none  of  their's. 

Clot.  Come,  do  not  feem 
More  holy  than  you  are,  I know  your  heart. 

Aphe . Let  your  dagger  too-,  noble  fir,  ftrike  home  p 
And  facrifice  a foul  to  chaftity, 

A,s  pure  as  is  it  felf,  or  innocence. 

Clot.  This  is  not  the  way,— -^know  you  me  beauty  ? 

A ph.  The  Majefty  of  France ! ( difeovers  him  felf. 

Clot , Be  not  afraid. 

Aphe.  I dare  not  fear,  it’s  treafen  to  fufpeft 
My  King  can  harbour  thoughts  that  tend  to  ill, 

I know  yo  r godlike  good,  and  have  but  tri’d 
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How  far  weak  women  durft  be  vertuous. 

Clot  Cunning  fimplieity,  thou  art  deceiv’d. 

Thy  wit  as  well  as  beauty  wounds  me,  and  thy  tongue 
In  pleading  for  thee  pleads  againft  thy  felf  •> 

It  is  thy  vertue  moves  me,  and  thy  good 
Tempts  me  to  ads  of  evil ; wert  thou  bad , 

Or  loofe  in  thy  defires,  I could  ftand. 

And  only  gaze , not  furfeit  on  thy  beauty  •, 

But  as  thou  art,  there’s  witchcraft  in  thy  face , 

I muft  enjoy  thee, or  not  thou  thy  life  (. EnterClovis&C  hurls , 

Afhe.  You  are  my  King,  and  may  command  my  life* 

My  will  to  fin  you  cannot  ^ you  may  force 
Unhallowed  deeds  upon  me,  fpot  my  fame , 

And  make  my  body  fuffer,  not  my  mind 
When  you  have  done  thisunreligious  deed  , 

Conquer’d  a poor  weak  maid,  a trembling  maid  » 

What  trophie  or  what  triumph  will  it  bring 
More  than  a living  fcorn  upon  your  name  * 

The  afhes  in  your  Urn  (hall  fuffer  for’t, 

Virgins  will  fow  their  curfes  on  your  Grave, 

Time  blot  your  Kingly  parentage,  and  call 
Your  birth  in  queftion  ^ do  not  think 
This  deed  will  lie  conceal’d,  the  faults  Kings  do 
Shine  like  the  fiery  Beacons  on  a hill 
For  all  to  fee , and  feeing  tremble  at  .* 

It’s  not  a fingle  ill  whic  h you  commit  «, 

WhatintheSubjed  is  a petty  fault, 

Monfters  your  adions,  and’s  a foul  offence  ^ 

You  give  your  Subjeds  licence  to  offend > 

When  you  do  teach  them  how. 

Clot . I will  indure  no  longer,  come  along , 

Or  by  the  curious  fpinftrie  of  thy  head , 

Which  natures  cunning’ft finger  twifted  out, 

I'l  drag  thee  to  my  couch  - tempt  not  my  fury. 

Clov.  Hold,  hold  my  heart can  I indure  this-r- 

Unhand  me  Charles  and  render  me  my  felf, 

Left  I forget  my  felf  on  thee. 

Char 4 Great  fir- 
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The  Fat  all  Contract  ^ 

Remember  *cis  your  Brother,  and  the  King, 

Clov . O that  I could  forget  it,  and  {hake  off 
Duty  at  once  and  CorTanguinitie  , ( Enter  Eunuch. 

That  like  a whirlwind  I might  ru(h  upon  him , 

Andrbear  him  to  deftrudion.  Monfter  of  men , 

Thou  King  of  darkneffe  down  into  thy  Hell , 

I have  a fpeil  wil  lay  thy  honeftie , 

And  this  abufed  goodneffe : Is’t  not  enough 
That  thou  haft  wrong’d  Crotilda , ravilh’t  a Maid , 

A Virgin  of  that  puritie  of  life 

Might  faint  her  here  on  earth  • but  thou  wilt  add 

Unto  the  iirft  a fecond  violence  the  Gods  muft  not  forgive : 

Don’t  arm  your  face , 

Nor  wear  a countenance  of  horror,  I can’t  fear 
Bearing  a bofome  innocent  and  pure: 

1s  t even  fo,  then  guard  thy  felf.  Oh  King , 

For  I am  fwift  as  thought  that  executes.. 

Char.  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord  forbear. 

Eu.  Beat  down  thdir  fwords,  what  do  the  Princes  mean  ? 
Ring  out  the  larum  Beil,  call  up  the  Court , {Ring  the  Bell. 
The  Princes  here  will  murder  one  another. 

For  fhame  for  fhame  forbear. 

Enter  the  Queen^  the  Guard,  and  Attendants^  Lanarej  at 
the  other  door. 

W hat  means  this  fudden  outcry  ? oh  my  Sons, 

Hold,  hold,  part  ’um  good  Gentlemen. 

Clot . Brav’d  by  a fubjeds  hand  ? 

Qjg.  Though  nature  by  precedencie  of  birth 
Made  thee  his  King,  it  therefore  follows  not 
His  Murtherer : wherein  is  our  Clotair 
Greater  than  Covls  ? The  felf  fame  blood 
Thatfpirits  thee,  makes -him  as  valiant. 

The  difference  lies  in  Anno  Domini. 

Eh. Moft  acurat  mifehief,  moft  rare  Crocadile  i 
I grant  thou  art  his  elder,  by  which  law 
ThouTc  born  his  {ubjed*  not  his  equal  Clovis : 

Know  Clotair. $ thy  King,  and  fubjeds  hands 
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Without  the  deep  and  dangerous  craytors  name , 

May  not  advance  againft  theirSoveraigns  head* 

Clot  a.  Neither  (hall  his  without  Correction 
Upon  him  (laves. 

. Hold,  I command  ye  hold  : 

Oh  Clot  air  thou  art  of  a valiant  foul , 

And  wilt  thou  bafely  thus  befet  thy  Brother 
Fear  argues  fpirits  mofl  degenerate , 

And  that  thou  fearTt,  th  advantage  argues  it*, 

O fet  not  on  thy  (laves,  if  he  mull:  die , 

Let  thy  facrifice  not  butcher  him. 

Clotd  That  argument  founds  ha r(h,  does  Clotair  fear? 

C!o.  Sacrifice  me  ? it  is  notin  his  power. 

Eh.  Exquilite  Philter,  how  it  operates ! 

W e hope  fo  Clovis  ^ yet  thy  Brother  King 
Is  as  an  earthly  God,  his  will*  his  Law, 

His  power  uncircumfcribed,  unlimited , 

Whofe  Majefty  can  look  a Subjed  dead. 

Clo.  How  1 look  me  dead  ? 1 do  not  fear  his  frown. 

Qu.  I grant  th’as  great  a Bafiliskeas  he. 

As  thou  art  meerly  man  ^ but  as  thy  King 
Divinity  doth  prop  him,  he  (lands  firm 
That  builds  on  that  foundation*,  yet  I know 
Thy  fword’s  as  (harp  as  his,  and  where  it  lights 
Imprints  as  much  of  fate  j thine  arm’s  as  (Irong, 

Thy  fpirit  as  daring,  and  thy  will  as  prompt 
To  any  adion  that  may  write  man,  Man* 

Clot.  He  is  your  darling , you  do  well  to  praife  him  j 
When  I have  flain  him  write  his  Epitaph. 

Clo.  My  Epitaph  ? this  Pen  of  Reel  (hall  firfl 
Write  on  thy  heart  thine  end. 

Eh.  Still,  (till  better. 

The  venom’d  poyfon  of  a womans  tongue 
Js  more  fublim’d  thaa  Mercury.  ( They  fight  again. 

Char.  Hold,  hold. 

O deareft  Madam,  your  maternal  breath 
bears  a Mandamus  in  it,  and  like  heaven 
Wiil  lay  this  temped. 

D 3 Eu> 
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Eu.  As  the  wind  the  Sea , 

Which  makes  it  rage  the  lowder  * 

Clot.  Where's  our  guard 
That  lets  a traytor  pull  me  by  the  beard  ? 

Upon  him  flaves.  ( The  Guard  fall  on  him 

Qu.  O they  have  (lain  my  Son ; and  he  falls* 
Bloody  villain,  thy  hands  have  made  thefc  holes  * 

Hell  take  thee  for'e. 

Clot.  Mother,  rife  and  depart. 

For  I am  bent  on  mifehief. 

J^Dq  thy  worft 

Thou  murderous  minded  Prince,  this  blood  is  mine , 

For  in  fome  fort  I bleed-  out  Paricide. 

Eu.  How  cunningly  fhc  fpits  her  poyfon  forth  1 
I know  her  foul  is  light,  (he's  glad  he's  dead , 

And  joyes  in  the  opportunity  to  curfe  the  killer. 

For  which  (he  gains  the  name  of  pious  mother  * 

Here’s  pretty  woman- villany  and  diflimulation. 

Aphe.  If  they  have  (lain  him,  wherefore  do  I live  ? 

O my  fwoln  heart. 

Clot . Remove  the  Corps,  withall 
Convey  this  Syren  from  her  wandring  eyes  3 
And  houfe  her  in  a Dungeon  , let  no  light 
Peep  through  a cranney  On  her-  mask  the  day , 

Put  the  all-i(earching  eyes  ofPhaebus  out * 

Left  accidentally  he  gazing  here. 

Here  fix  eternally,  and  fo  we  may 
Dcfpair  of  night  as  once  we  did  of  day  : 

Bear  her  to  prifon;  reafon  not  the  caufe, 

A Kings  prerogatives  above  his  lawes. 

Aphe.  Be  merciful  and  lead  to  earth,  away* 

Since  he  is  gone  it  is  to  die  to  flay. 

Exeunt  fome  with  the  King,  others  leading  Aphclia,  and 
hearing  away  the  Corps. 

Manent  Eunuch,  Queen,  Landrey. 

Now  we  begin  to  flourish,  this  black  night 
Is  only  lighted  by  our  ftars,  which  fmile 
Upon  thefe  adions,  and  rejoyce  to  fee 
T hee  our  foie  favorite  fo  ncer  a Crown, 
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But  tell  me  L Audrey,  how  did  I play  the  Mother ; 

Did  not  I feem  a Niobt  in  paffion  , 

A deluge  of  fait  tears  ? 

Land.  Moft  true,  you  wept. 

£u.  Asa  good  Ador  in  a play  would  do  , 

Whofe  fancy  works  ( as  if  he  waking  dreamt ) 

Too  ftrongly  on  the  Ob  jed  that  it  copes  with  # 

Shaping  realities  from  mockeries^ 

And  fo  the  Queen  did  weep : By  this  good  night 
I think  I could  become  the  Stage  as  well 
As  any  (he  that  fels  her  breath  in  publique  j 
Come  (hall  we  ad  Landrey  ? 

Land.  Ad  Lady,  what  ? 

Qh.  Nothing  that's  new,  old  Playes  you  know  are  beft : 
Eunuch  is  our  bed  ready  ? 

E*.  Great  Queen  it  is. 

Come  then  my  joy  to  bed,  where  we  will  Ad 
The  truth  which  others  doubt,  and  in  that  fport 
Wc’l  laugh  at  death  which  triumphs  in  the  Court.  £ Exeunt* 
Eu.  Go  fleep  your  lafljlT  ftraight  unto  the  King,  Qn. & Lan. 
And  he  (hall  take  them  in  the  very  ad  ^ 

And  then  to  cover  my  difeovery 

1*1  fet  on  fire  the  Queens  Bed-chamber , 

T hat  fo  I may  difturb  them  more  fccurc , 

And  yet  the  plot  not  mine  * ri  tell  the  King. 

Unlcfle  he  prefent  help,  his  mother  burns : 

About  it  then,  this  is  a happy  night , 

The  more  it  works  their  woe  more's  my  delight.  £ Exit . 

ABus  Tertius , Scena  Trim  a. 

Enter  King,  C let  air,  and  the  Eunuch. 

Eu.T  Ook  how  it  flames,  I fear  fome  treachery,  ( T he  bed- 
L Beat  at  her  Chamber  door,cry  it  aloud,  chamb.cn  fire 
And  let  your  voice  be  thunder  to  this  lightning  j 

Cry 
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Cry,  fire,  fire,  fire,  the  Court  is  all  a hot-houfe,  fire,  fire. 

Clot . Great  Queen,  Royal  Mother,  open  your  door 
Left  you  do  deep  for  ever  5 mother  awake. 

The  God  of  deep  lies  heavy  on  her  eyes } 

Force  up  the  door,  fire,  fire,  fire. 

Eu.  It*s  fortifi'd  'gainft  ftrength,  you  rauft  call  louder 
Clot.  Mother,  Queen,  Mother,  awake  awake  , 

Your  deep  was  never  more  like  death  than  now  * 

Lady,  Great  Rrincefsj  fire,  fire,  fire. 

Enter  Qutzn  above  in  night  attire } Landrey. 

Cv.  What  fawcy  Groom 
Beats  our  offendlefle  doors  thus  daringly? 

H’had  better  rowsYl  a deeping  Lyonels 
Than  thus  t’have  broke  our  /lumbers- what  art  thou  t 
Clot . Look, 

The  fire  will  give  you  light,  Yis  I your  Son , 

Flie  from  your  Chamber  elfe  you  are  but  dead. 

Your  Court  is  all  a Bonfire. 

Qu.  Let  it  burn,  I haye  loft  my  credit  everlaftingly, 

I will  not  move  a foot.  ( a fide. 

Clot . You  muft  be  forced  then.  ( Exit  Eunuch  bufte  to 

Land . Ladie,  quench  the  fire. 

Where  is  your  wit  nowin  neceditie? 

We  (hall  be  taken,  and  you  fham’d  for  ever. 

Bethink,  bethink  your  felf,  what  fhall  we  do  ? ( afide. 

I haveY,  it  fhall  be  fo^  there,  put  on  that , 

And  as  the  dore  flies  open  meet  him  full 
Appearing  in  his  Brothers  warlike  form. 

Thou  wilt  amaze,and  fo  paflfe  by  him  lafely. 

Do  not  appear  to  me,  I did  not  wound  thee , ( aloud  this . 

Seek  out  the  beds  of thofe  that  caus'd  thy  death , 

And  howl  to  them  thy  pittious  complaints  j 
O do  not  look  on  me,  be  gone,  be  gone. 

Clot.  Whom  d'ee  hold  difeourfe  with,  with  the  air  ? 
Bethink  your  felf,  this  is  no  time  to  dallic. 

Qu.  O my  Son,  fuch  horrid  apparitions  full  of  dread 
Have  1 beheld,  have  quite  unwitted  me  j 

Thy 
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Thy  brothers  Ghoft, young  C/s  m Ghoft  in  armes 
Has  thrice  appeare’d  to  me  this  difmal  night  - 
You  heard  me  fpeak  too’t. 

£7 ot.  True,  1 heard  you  fpeak , 

Bat  what  of  that .? 

Qu.  Calls  for  Amelia 

To  bear  him  company  i’ch’othcr  world, 

Or  clfe  hee’l  nightly  haunt  us  in  our  ileep,  - . j 

Enter  Landrey,  as  in  the  Trincss  Amour, 

Clot.  O fee  it  comes  ! 

Fear  it  not,  Son. 

Clou  What  art  thou  that  ufurp  ft  this  dead  of  night  , 

In  metal  like  the  age ? why  arc  thou  fent 

To  caft  a horror  on  me  ? If  thy  foul 

Walks  unreveng’d,  and  the  grim  Ferriman 

Deny  thy  paffage,  IT  perform  thy  rights.  ( the  Ghefl  points  to 

O do  not  wound  me  with  fuch  piteous  figns  * bis  wounds* 

Left  I diffolve  to  air,  and  lik^thy  felf 

Affright  fool  mortals:  Ift;hac  thoudefir’ft 

Aphelias  death  t’appeafe  thy  troubled  foul , 

Make  fome  confenting  fign,  and  fe  depart# 

Thy  fight  affli&s  my  foul.  ( Enter  Queen. 

Qu.  How  fares  our  Son  > (He  bends  and  fo  goes  off ; then 

at  the  other  door  enter  Eunuch* 
Clot.  It  was  my  brothers  fpiritj  nothing  but  Jfbelia  ? 

Q «.  She  muft  die,  you  fee  it* s requifite. 

Clot.  Would  he  hadaskt  roy  life  firft# 

:*■  §u.  Why  (hould  you  be  fo  fond  upon  a woman  ? 

Clot.  Womans  the  Jeaft  part  of  her,  fhee’s  all  Goddeffc* 
£u.  T was  your  offer  ; 

Remember  there’s  no  jefting  with  the  Gods. 

What  might  this  mean ? ha,  where  are  my  brains  > 
Clot.  I had  forgot  my  ftlf,  your  pardon  mother  $ 

Bear  her  (bom  me  this  Jewel,  I efteem 
Equal  with  life*  it  was  my  brothers  pi&ure  ; 

And  with  it,  this,  that  fhe  prepare  to  die ; 

Pray  her  to  take  it  5 a^dindeatl^butkiffe  ’ 
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This  Tad  remembrance  for  the  fenders  fake, 

Although  for  his  whofe  form  it  reprefents. 

And  l (hall  take  it  for  she  greateft  grace 
That  (he  can  give,  or  I ought  to  defire. 

Tell  her  ,and  if  you  can  be  mov’d  to  forrow 
Exprefs  it  in  your  tears  ; it  is  not  1 
Pronounce  this  fatall  fentence  gainfl  her  life 
Which  needs  muft  mine  mine,  but  the  hid  will 
And  providence  of  heaven/gainft  which  to  rage 
It  were  as  impious  as  not  obey. 

My  brothers  funeral  is  her  dying  day. 

Tell  her,  though  reafon  and  my  will  do  jarr, 

My  foul  fpeaks  peace,  although  my  fentence  war . 

Say  1 love,  and  pray  her  to  forgive  me,  (Exi  t Queen. 

Go,  all  attend  my  Mother;  my  eftate 
Delights  not  in  Court  Ceremony ; (lay, 

Cafirato  ftay,  ( Exe.  buube  Eunuch  & Clota. 

And  with  thy  Counfel  cure  the  dying  Prince; 

Thou  art  my  bofome.  Eunuch , and  to  thee 
I dare  unclafp  my  foul ; what’s  to  b«  done  ? 

This  is  a damned  fpirit  I have  feen, 

And  comes  to  work  my  mine. 

Eh.  What  fpirit  ? 

Clot.  My  Brothers  fpirit  in  Arms,!  (ware  it  came  forth  here 
Out  of  my  Mothers  Chamber  as  I knockc. 

Eh.  Was  it  in  Armtmr  faid  you  ? 

Cle><  Yes,  in  that  Armor  he  was  us’d  to  wear. 

When  we  have  run  a Tilt,  till  our  cleft  Spears 
Have  with  their  fplinters  fear’d  the  Element. 

Eh*  That  Armor  as  1 well  remember,  I did  leave 
In  the  Queens  Bed-chamber  as  yefterdey3 
After  the  Triumphs  and  the  Tournaments^ 

Having  unbrac’d  the  Prince ; ’tis  even  fo, 

Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Clot.  Why  this  ridiculous  pafficn  ? 

My  Bate  requires  thy  te3r*,  and  not  thy  mirth. 

Eh.  The  Devil  came  from  your  Mothers  Chamber  fir, 
She  has  a ckcle  that  can  raife  a Spirit  $ 
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A'tJMars  in  armor  too,  /he  is  a Venus, 

And  through  your  licence  Landrey  is  no  Eunuch 
Clot . What  killing  fenfethou  utter’d:  ? 

There’s  fomething  in  it  1 would  underhand, 

And  yet  1 dare  not  $ Landrey  ? How  know’ll  thou  this  V 
Su.  Since  1 have  gone  Co  tar,  i’l  tell  you  s 
1 looked  in  at  th’Keyhole,  and  i Caw 
Him  in  your  Mothers  arms  upon  the  bed, 

As  fportingly  as  e'r  I faw  your  Father. 

Clou  Thou  ly*ft,  take  that $ fufpition  doubls  fees,  (ftrikes 
Jealous  informers  ne’r  meet  better  fees,  bim,&  offers  to  go  out . 

Eu . King,  thou  hadft  better  far  have  (truck  thy  Father, 
Dig’d  up  his  bones  and  plaid  at  logats  with  them. 

Strucken  ? ( the  King  returns 

Clot . I know  not,  calmly. 

My  Mother  alwaies  had  a fcanted  fame ; 

His  thoughts  too  have  been  mine  i I was  to  blame, 

Prethee  forgive  me  5 my  paflions  but  like  lightning, 

Flafh  and  away,  dead  e’r  we  fay  it  is  > 

1 am  not  alwaies  angry,  let  that  allure  ; 

My  Mother  may  be  falfe,  (he  is  a woman.  (gives  bint  bus 

Prethee  deliver,  come  I will  believe  thee  Purfe. 

Even  to  the  utmoft  fyllablc. 

€u.  Then,  (he  is  falfe* 

Clot . And  didft  thou  fee  him  mount  my  Mothers  bed  ? 

Eu.  Elfe  pull  thefe  out. 

Clot.  Thou  had  (hot  poyfon  through  me  * 

Falfe  with  Landrey , her  fometime  Page  > 

Eu.  Even  with  the  fame. 

Clot.  But  wherefore  would  they  have  Afbelia  die  ? / 

There  lies  the  myftery, 

Eu.  They  fear  you  will  accept  her  as  the  Queen 
Of  whom  you  may  beget  a hopeful  iflue 
And  fruftrate  their  intents,  who  but  expe& 

^ our  hop'd-for  death,  and  perhaps  plotted  too. 

That  fo  they  might  become,  what  now  you  croft. 

Lawfully  man  and  wife,  and  govern  in  your  feat. 

Clot.  This  carries  (hew  of  truth,  or  is’e  a lie 

E a 
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Well  fhadowed  by  the  (lave  ? I cannot  tell : 

My  mother  certainly  is  not  Co  bad , 

It  is  a fin  to  think  it ; hence  and  avoid  my  fight 
Thou  Tower  of  debate,  thy  feeds  are  ftrow’d. 

On  fieri!  ground,  and  therefore  ill  beftow  d.  (Exit. 

Eh.  Is’c  even  To,  work  snd  about  my  brain  , 

I'm  loft  for  ever  if  not  dole  again.  ( Exit* 

Scena  IX. 

Enter  Vumahi)  Mtrlell>  Bourbon , Lanove. 

- Lano.\ re  all  your  Troops  well  furnifh’d  gainft  refiftance. 
Are  your  men  bold  and  daringj  refolute 
To  run  your  hazard,  indifferent  rich,  not  poor , 

That  only  fight  for  bread  ? fuch  oft  betray 
The  finews  of  a well  knit  plot  for  gain  , 

When  thefe  as  well  fight  to  defend  as  win* 

Dum . Noble  Lanove  , 

Mine  know,  nor  fear  no  death* fouls  of  that  fire , 

They*!  catch  the  bullet  flying,  fcale  a wall 
Battled  with  Enemie,  ftand  breaches,  laugh 
The  thunder  of  a Canon,  call  it  mufick 
Fitter  a Ladies  Chamber  than  the  field ; 

When  o5re  their  heads  the  Element  is  feel’d , 

Darkned  with  Darts,  they’l  fight  under  the  (hade 
And  ask  no  other  roofs  to  hide  their  heads  in  j 
They  fear  not  Jove,  and  had  the  Giants  been 
But  half  Co  fpirited,  they  had  difthron’d  him  ; 

Kill,  till  they*r  kill’d  with  killing,  and  oftner  die 
Wearied  then  wounded,  being  more  oppreft 
With  giving  wounds  than  taking  ; when  they  fall. 

They  fall  not  vanquifh’d,  but  by  fate  becraid  5 
Such  are  the  men  I lead. 

Mart . TheyV  Souldiers  fit  to  fack  a Kingdom  then  ? 

.And  (hare  the  fpoll  between  them* 

Bourb . Were  it  come  to  that  (port  once. 

Turn.  Bourbcriy  it  mu  ft,  or  fome  of  us  mu  ft  fall. 

Mart,  Where  (ball  we  fir  ft  attempt  ? 

' Dum, 


A Tragtdie, 

Dum.  The  Citadel.  V' 

Ltnovt,  I fay  no,  it’s  dangerous. 

Dum.  It  is  the  fafeft  courfe.  » J r 

iAfart.  Believe  it  not,  it’s  full  of  hazard, 

Dum.  So  is  the  general  enterprise  in  hand. 

Lano.  But  this  of  certain  ruine. 

CMart.  Give  me  a reafon,  why  you  would  invade 
The  Palace  firft,  andl  am  fatisfi’d? 

Dum.  Then  underftand,  Lamot  lives  dill  at  Court- 
Difguifed  like  a formal  Surgion, 

T o whom  the  Prince  being  delivered 
To  be  embalm’d  and  boweld,  finding  life 
Yet  in  his  Corps,  which  way  he’s  very  skilful, 

He's  balfomed  all  his  wounds  and  cur’d  him. 

Lano.  And  what  of  all  this  ! 

Dum , Have  temperance,  and  hear  the  reft : 

For  this  the  Prince  h’as  promif’d  him  the  place,  * 

The  grand  commander  of  the  Citadel, 

Whofe  aid  can  ftcad  us  infinitely. 

Lano . It  is  certain  ? 

Dum . I did  but  even  now  receive  this  Letter^  £firews  the 

Which  conftantly  affirms  it  from  hamfelf ; Letter . 

He  faies  it  is  not  known  in  Court  yet,  that  the  Prince  lives. 
For  divers  reafons  beft  known  to  themfelves ; 

And  herein  doth  require  our  fee  rede. 

Therefore  dear  friends  be  wane  to  divulge  it* 

Befides  he  faies  here, 

That  the  great  Monfeiur’s  fuppofd  funeral 
This  dsy's  folemnized  with  greateft  pomp  • 

And  now  Afhelia.  dies  a facrifice 
That  hour  he  is  buried  on  his  Herfe  : 

What  if  we  made  attempt  to  fave  the  Virgin  ? 

Law.  It  may  not  be,  better  (he  fall  alone. 

Than  all  us  together.  And  now  beft  friends 
Let  u > behave  us  bravely,  it’s  no  bale  aft 
We  undertake,  but  our  whole  Countries  freedom 
From  Slaverie  and  bondage*  men  of  worth  ftand  bare 
To  pages  and  gilt  Butterflies  ? befides  the  Queen 


Will 


The  Fatal!  Contra  El, 

Will  grave  us  all  rather  than  want  fporc 
lnfpiiling  humane  blood , came,  let « withdraw* 

And  lay  the  plat' form  of  this  migheie  work  j 

My  foul  lies  imiling  in  me,  1 divine 

Though  now  it  lowr^l  (hall  fee  Sun  will  Chine.  Exeunt* 

Enter  C lovis  and  Lamot  both  difguifed . 

C!o.  Strepbon,  for  Co  thou  nam’ft  thy  felt,  thou* it  made 
Thy  Prince  thy  fubjeft  by  thy  timely  cure ; 

This  is  the  hour  l muft  be  buried  living  > 

And  this  the  hour  the  fair  Aphelia 

Dies  on  my  Herle  t’appsafe  my  wandring  Ghoft  \ 

Say  Strepbon,  is  it  fo  ? 

Lam,  Nay  this  the  very  minute : hark,  l hear  them 
Coming.  ( fad  folemn  muficl^ 

Clov.  Stand  clofe  here,  wee*l  obferve  the  Mourners. 

Enter  fix  of  the  Guard , tbeir  Halberds  reverfi,  then  a Cardinal , 
Landrey,  Old  BriilaciC  $ then  tbs  fferfe  born  by  fix  young  men , 
then  King,  Queen,  Eunuch  holding  up  her  train,  two  or  three 
Ladies , thefe  in  mourning  : at  the  other  door , a Headfman,  two 
Nuns  in  w hite  finging,  Aphelia  with  a Garland  on  her  head, 
led  by  two  little  boies  in  white  after  thefe ,more  Virgins  adorned 
* lify  the  reft  * both  Troops  pajfe  by  each  other ; the  fong  ended)  the 
Herfe  is  jet  down  between  both  companies , Aphelia  mourning  at 
one  end , and  the  King  at  the  other , who  after  a little  paufe  fpeal{S< 

The  Song  by  Nuns. 

Come  blefl  Virgins  come  and  bring 
To  this  Goddefs  offering, 

Offer  to  her  kjffes,  fucb 
As  makf  good  better  by  the  touch ; 

Where  her  eyes  let  fad  a tear y 
Another  Paradice  fprings  there  • 

Ifsprepoflrow  crueltie 
To  facrifice  a Deitie 
If  a true  path  fbould  be  trod, 
to  her  facrifice  4 God . 

Clot . 


A Tragedie, 

€lot.  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load. 

Fitting  an  Atlas  fhoulder  * burden  of  grace 
And  majeftie  immenfe,  whofe  weight  doth  load 
Heavens  hooping  Porter,  under  which  he  groans 
More  than  the  Spheres,  and  fweats  thy  weight  not  theirs ; 
Let  me  bedew  thy  Herfc  with  pious  tears. 

Balm  to  wounds,  repenting  ones  $ lookdown 
From  heaven  empereal  and  behold  me  hand 
All  flood  in  forrow,  drown'd  in  mine  own  tears  5 
Behold  this  fpotleffe  (acrifice,  a Virgin 
As  pure  in  thought  as  Vefture,  an  Oblation 
To  ranfome  Jove  and  Heaven  had  he  been  taken, 

And  fo  we  yeeld  her  up.  (‘Delivers  her  to  the  Headfman . 

Brif.  O my  good  Lord, 

This  is  confpiracie’gainft  an  old  mans  life  ; 

Have  you  no  other  way  to  murther  me. 

But  to  begin  with  her  .<?  are  the(e  your  plots  ? 

You’r  weary  of  my  counfel  ? and  my  place 
May  better  be  fupply’d  by  greener  heads  ? 

Pray  cut  of  mine,  do,  do,  a weak  old  man. 

My  abfence  were  material,  fince  your  ftate 
Requires  Paracides  about  you , 

Alas  1 may  be  fpar'd  5 why  muft  fhe  die  > 

Becaiife  (he’s  fair  ? or  that  a Prince 

Once  thought  her  fo  > the  fault  is  none  of  hers, 

Let  nature  fuffer  far  t * if  it  prove  Art, 

Or  that  with  plaiftred  cunning  (he  did  catch 
Your  Brothers  love  with  an  adulterate  form, 

1 yeeld  her  up  as  not  aly’d  to  me  5 
If  not,  why  (hould  (he  fuffer  ? 

Clot.  Briflac,  peace,  q 

Gtlov.  What  pageant’s  this  ? 

C/of.  Be  it  no  wonder  Lords 
To  fee  a Prince  an  Executioner  • 
f ar  be  it  from  the  dignide  of  France 
To  let  a foul  forth  fo  refin'd  as  her’s 
With  mercinary  hands. 

Lam . Contain  your  felf. 


(The  King  takes  the 
fmrd  from  tbeExe* 
cmioner. 


The  V atoll  Contract, 

You  may  prevent  the  danger  when  you  pleafe. 

Clot.  Behold  the  conqueft  of  thine  eyes  Aphelia,  (The  King 
France  at  thy  foot,  tread  on  his  Roy  alrie  ; kneels  and  laies 
Or  if  thy  nature  knows  not  to  forgive  , the  J word  at 

Which  to  believe  were  impiou$,take  this  fword  Apbelia'sfoot 
And  fearch  my  heart,  fend  me  a facrifice 
T’appeafe  the  troubled  fpirit  of  thy  love. 

Jj u.  O Eunuch , that  ftiee'd  take  him  at  his  word*  a fide, 

ClotA  find  a fpeaking  pitty  in  thine  eyes , 

Which  thence  will  drop  upon  thy  gentle  tongue  9 
And  cry  in  peace,  Long  live  my  Soveraign- 

Long  live  Clotairy  long  live  my  Soveraign. 

Clot . The  motions  of  the  Spheres  moves  in  that  tongue, 

T urn  all  your  fables  to  the  T yrian  dye  1 
Your  dirges  into  fprightful  wedding  airs. 

Why  looks  our  Court  fo  fad?  is  this  a time 
To  anchor  your  afpe&sunto  the  earth  ? 

By  my  bleft  felf,  he’s  traytor  to  the  height , 

That  do's  not  freight  falute  her  as  his  Queen. 

Omnes.  Long  live  Afhelia  Queen  of  France  and  us. 

Lamot.  Do  you  hear  this  ? what  are  you  planet-ftrooken  ? 
Clovis^  Prince,  Monfiure  ? 

Qu.  What  will  C lot  air  do  ? 

Clot.  What  heaven  ha’s  pointed  for  him.  Marry  her. 

Thy  Grave,  thy  Grave  firft  Glotair . 

Clou  Cardinal.  ( The  Cardinal  and  the 

Qu > What  evil  fpirit’s  crept  into  my  Son?  {King  wbifp  er. 
Venom’d  his  noble  nature,  fickaed  all 
His  wholefome  faculties,  flain’s  divinity  ? 

Are  thefe  your  vows  > or  canft  thou  couzen  heaven  > 
Neceflicy  of  fate  depends  on  it,  * 

You  know  fhe  muft  to  earth, 

C lot.  I,  but  not  yet : 

Since  Ihe  ha*s  conquer’d  me,  that  could  do  fate , 

Had  Ihe  joyn’d  with  me,  the  aw’d  deftinies 
Spin  her  decrees,  and  what  (he  wills  they  a£f  ^ 

Sith  then  what  mu  ft  be,  muft  be,  joyn  our  hands. 


A Tragediem 

Lam.  Now, now,  prevent  him  yet , O ftatue  Prince 
Thou  art  undone  for  ever.  (The  Monnfiurt  ftands  mazA 

Clov.  Where  ami? 

Awake?  forever  rather  let  me  deep.  . 

Is  this  a Funeral  ? O that  1 were  a Herfe, 

And  not  the  mock  of  what  is  pagented. 

Clot.  Amazement  quite  confounds  me,  Clovis  alive ! 

Lam , Yes  fir,  by  my  Art  be  lives,  though  his  defire 
Was  not  to  have  it  known  •,  this  Chcft  contains 
Nothing  but  fpiccs  fwectly  oderiferous. 

Clot . Into  my  foul  I welcome  thee  dear  Brother  $ 

This  fecond  birth  of  thine  brings  me  more  joy, 

Than  had  Aphelia  brought  me  forth  an  Heir, 

Whom  now  you  muft  remember  as  a Sifter. 

Clo.  O that  in  nature  there  was  left  an  Art, 

Could  teach  me  to  forget  I ever  lov’d 
This  her  great  Mafterpicce  •,  O well  built  frame. 

Why  doft  thou  harbour  fuch  unhallow'd guefts 
1 o houfe  within  thy  bofome  per jurie  ? 

If  that  our  vows  are  regiftred  in  Heaven, 

Why  are  they  broken  on  Earth — -?  Apheliat 
This  was  a hafty  match,  the  fubtil  air 
Ha's  not  yet  cool'd  the  breath,  with  which  thou  fworft 
Thy  felf  into  my  foul  •,  and  on  thy  cheeks. 

The  print  and  path-way  of  thofe  tears  remain 
That  woo'd  me  to  believe  fo : flie  me  not,  (fit give* 

I am  no  fpirit  ^ taft  my  a&ive  pulfe,  hack* 

And  thou  (halt  find  it  make  fuch  harmony, 

As  youth  and  health  enjoy. 

Eh.  The  Queen  (he  faints. 

Clov.  Is  there  a God  left  fo  propitious 
To  rid  me  of  my  fears  •,  ftill  let  her  deep  * 

For  if  ftie  wake  (O  King)  (he  will  appear 
Too  monftrous  a fpc&re  for  frail  eyes 
T o fee  and  keep  their  fenfes. 

Lam.  Are  you  mad  t 

Clo.  Nothing  fo  happy  Strcphon^  would  I wcrc^ 

In  times  firft  progrefs  1 dcfpair  the  hour, 

F That 


Tbt  Fatall  Contract, 

That  brings  fuch  fortune  with  it  I (hould  then 
Forget  that  (he  was  ever  pleafing  to  me ; 

I (hould  no  more  remember  (he  would  fit  \ 

And  ling  me  into  dreams  ofParadicej 

Never  more  hang  about  her  Ivory  nee  k 

Believing  fuch  a one  Diana's  was  v ^ 

Never  more  dote  lhe  breaths  Arabia , 

Or  kits  her  Corral  lip  into  a paleneffe. 

Streph.  See,  fhe's  return'd,  and  with  majeftique  gaze  , 

In  piety  rather  than  contempt,  beholds  you. 

Qlov.  Convey  me  hence  fome  charitable  man,  (Admiringly 
Left  this  fame  Creature  looking  like  a Saint , 

Hurry  my  foul  to  hell  ^ fhe  is  a fiend 
Apparell’d  like  a woman,  fent  on  earth 
For  mans  deflrudion. 

C lot.  Rule  your  diforder’d  tongue  •, 

Clovis , what’s  pall:  we  are  contenc  to  think , 

It  was  our  brother  fpoke,  and  not  our  fubjed-, 

Clw.  I had  forgot  my  felf,.yet  well  remember , 

Yo  Gorgon  ha  s transform'd  me  into  ftone  • 

And  fince  that  time  my  language  ha's  beenharfh , 

My  words  too  heavy  for  my  tongue,  too  earthly  > 

I was  net born  fo,  truft  me  A(  htlia  : 

Before  1 was  poffeft  with  thefe  black  thoughts , 

I could  fit  by  thy  fide,  and  reft  my  head 
Upon  the  rifng  pillows  of  thy  breaft , 

Whofenacural  fweernefTe  would  invite  mine  eyes . 

Tof  nk  in  pleafing  (lumbers,  wake  and.kife 
The  Rofebeds  that  afforded  me  fuch  bliffe  $ 

But  thou  art  now  a general  difeafe 

That  ear’ll  into  my  Marrow,  turn'd  my  blood , 

And  mak'il  my  veins  run  poyfon,  that  each  fenfe 
Groans  at  the  alteration : am  I the  Monfure  ? 

Do's  Clovis  talk  his  forrows,  and  not  ad  ? 

O man  bewomaniz  d • were  thow  not  mine , 

How  comes  it  thou  art  his  ? 

Clot.  You  heve  done  ill , 

And  muft  be  taught  fo;  you  Capitulate 
Not  with  your  equal  Clovis , (he’s  thy  Queen. 


A Tragedy  ^ 

CUv.  Upon  my  knees  I do  acknowledge  h<r  (hi  kinds' 
Queen  of  my  thoughts  and  affedions 

0 pardon  me,  if  my  ill-tutor'd  tongue 
Ha's  forfeited  my  head ; if  not,  behold 
Before  the  facred  Altar  of  thy  feet, 

1 lie  a willing  facrifice. 

U A\he.  A rife  : 

And  henceforth  CUv  is  thus  inftru#  thy  foul  ^ > 

There  lies  a depth  in  faith,  which  earthly  eyes 
May  faintly  look  into,  but  cannot  fathom  ^ 

You  had  my  vow  till  death  to  be  your  wife  ^ 

You  being  dead  my  vows  were  cancelled. 

And  I as  thus  you  fee  beftow’d. 

Clo.  Farewell ; 

I will  no  more  offend  you : would  to  God 
Thofe  cruel  hands  not  enough  barbarous , 

That  mad  e thefe  bleeding  witnefles  of  love , 

Had  fet  an  endlcffc  period  to  my  life  too. 

Clot . Where  there’s  no  help  it’s  bootlcfs  to  complain  ; 
Clovis  (he’s  mine ; let  not  your  fpirit  war 
Or  mutiny  within  you,  becaufe  I fay’t  ^ 

Nor  let  thy  tongue  from  henceforth  dare  prefume , 

To  fay  (he  might,  or  ever  fhouid  be  thine  ^ 

What’s  paft  once  more  I pardon,  ’tis  our  wedding  day, 

Clo.  A long  farewcl  to  love,  thus  do  I break  ( he  breaks 
Your  broken,  pledge  of  faith-  and  with  this  Kifs,  the  Ring.  j 

Thelaft  that  ever  Clovis  muft  print  here 
llnkifs  the  kifs  that  feal’d  it  on  thy  lips. 

Ye  powers  ye  are  unjuft,  for  her  wild  breath 

That  has  the  facred  tie  of  contra#  broken 

Is  ftill  the  fame  Arabia  that  it  was  ( the  King  Clot  air 

Nay  I have  done  j beware  of  jealoufie,  fulls  him 

I would  not  have  you  nourfh  jealous  thoughts  •, 

T hough  fhe  ha’s  broke  her  faith  to  me,  to  you 
Againft  her  reputation  fhee’i  be  true : 

Farewel  my  firft  love  loft  * i’l  chufe  to  have 
No  wife,  till  death  fliall  wed  me  to  my  Grave. 

Come  Strephon , come  and  teach  me  how  to  die , 

That  gav’ft  me  life  fo  unadviiediy.  Ex.  Clovis  Streph. 

F 2 Clot. 


TheFatatl  Contra^ 

CUt.  Let  Clovis  that  way  go,  this  way  will  we, 

He’s  great  with  grief,  we  with  felicity.  ( ExeM  rvtth  Clot  Air ♦ 
Manent  Queen  and  Eunuch. 

Qu.  Mifchief  grows  lean  Cafirato , all  our  plots 
T urn  head  upon  themfelvcs,  my  brains  grow  weak  *, 

And  in  this  Globe  the  policie’s  not  left 
To  kill  a worm  unfecn , 1 am  undone, 

.And  all  my  plots  difeover’d. 

Eu.  This  isflrange. 

Some  eomick  Devil  crofles  our  defigns  ; 

How  elle  ihould  he  revive,  or  yea  prepar’d. 

Nay  in  the  arms  Landrcy,  when  defire 
Had  made  you  all  a Venus,  meet  events 
So  barren  >n  their  expe&ations  ? 

Qu.  There  lies  the  grief  Caflrato^  Had  the  Courts 
So  I had  quencht  thefe  burning  flames  within, 

Been  buri'd  in  her  cinders,  l had  car’d  not. 

Em.  But  yet  Landreis  efcape  doth  qualifie 
The  non-performance. 

Qu.  That  fits  fmiling  here, 

It  fet  my  brains  upon  the  tentors  Eunuch  , 

Was’t  not  a rare  device  ? 

Eu.  And  wasnotl  > f 

As  fortunate  to  leave  that  Armour  there : 

But  now  what’s  to  be  done  K 
Qu.  My  d ull  iEthiope, 

I will  inftrud  thy  blacknefs  : learn  to  know 
My  reputation’s  fickned,  and  my  fame 
Is  look’d  into  with  narrow  eyes  at  Court : 

Therefore  it’s  thus  decreed,  I will. remove, 

And  fequefter  nay  felf  from  comp-arty. 

Eu.  Good. 

Qu-  Thou  kaow’fl  where  C.hiUrk\.  keep  ins  Concubine 
To  none  difeov^r’d  by  thy  felf  and  me, 

For  which  fhe  is  no  more, 

Eu.  Right, 

Qu-  There  will  I 

And  my  Landry  fecurely  fpend  our  time, 


Revil> 


A Traoedie. 

Revil,  imbrace,  and  what  not  my  j Eunuch  : 

The  Cave  that  leads  unto  the  poftern  Gate*  . 

Which  Childrick^  made,  will  give  him  entrance  : 

No  eie  acquainted,  being  thus  retir'd. 

W hat  lull  inflam’d  mult  be  thy  luft  unfir’d. 

Eh.  Excellent  miftrifs,  I applaud  your  brain. 

I will  away  to  night,  I cannot  bfook 
Thefe  loathed  Nuptials,  they  have  undone 
My  hopes  on  Earth  for  ever,  therefore  my  EHntieh, 
Acquaint  Landrcy  with  thefe  defigns. 

Eh.  Whatelfe? 

^.if  by  the  engine  of  thy  ftronger  brain, 

Thou  couldft  remove-- 
Eh.  JpbelU  or  the  King, 

Monfiure,  or  all  • it  is  not  fo  my  Queen  ? 

Qh.  Thou  haft  a brain  which  doth  ingender  thoughts 
As  regal  as  our  own,  which  do  beget 
A race  of  rare  events : what  pitty  Yis 
Thy  body  ftiould  be  fterril,  fince  thy  mind 
Is  of  fo  pregnant  and  a fruitful  kinde : 

Fare wel,  remember  me.  [Exit.  £^uew, 

Eh.  Remember  you  ? 

Your  Gi-bfhip  (hall  be  thought  on  fear  it  not ; 

And  now  bethink  thee  Eunuch,  all  thy  plots 
Find  fruitlefs  ifliies,  only  in  the  King, 

His  worftiip  walkt  into  the  other  world. 

Like  a tame  fuckling  pig  that  dy'd  o'thpipp* 

The  trouble  is  behind,,  ray  hate  extends 
To  the  whole  family  I muft  root  them  up , 

And  beldam  firft  with  you : but  how  ? but  how  * 

If  (in  her  proud  defire)  I do  prevent 
Her  luft  this  fecond  time,  before  the  third 
She  may  repent  and  fave  her  loathed  Soul, 

Which  cny  revenge  would  dammyer  were  ftie  croft, 

Her  luft  being  now  at  fufl  flood  in  her, 

And  no  way  left  to  quench  her  burning  flame , 

Her  dner  bones  would  make  a boaeflre. 

Fit  for  the  Devil  to  warm  his  hands  by  *Cj 

F3  J Stay, 


The  fat  all  Contra  ft, 

Seay,  ftiy,  Cajlrato^  no  this  muft  not  be  , ^ 

Not:  i nil  ft  die  high  and  mighty  C^ueen  AphdU 
This  night  enjoy  her  Bridegroom,  i mull  fee . 

Soms  mifchufinftantly  on  foot  to  flop  it  s 
If  [ mifearry  in  it  ftory  (hall  tell, 

I did  attempt  it  bravely  though  l fell.  ( Enter  Lamot  and 
Clov.  Diflwadc  me  n ot,Cafirato  I have  fought  thee  C lovis . 
Through  every  angle  of  this  fpatious  Court , 

I’ve  bufinefle  to  impart. 

Eu.  And  fohavel. 

Clo.  Mine  is  of  honourable  confequence  , 

And  doth  require  thine  aid. 

Eu.  So  doth  mine  yours. 

Clo.  Amelia  is 

E *.  Your  Brothers  Wife,  and  you 
W ould  lain  enjoy  her  too  : why  fir  you  may , 

But  time  muft  work  her. 

Qlo.  Eunuch,  thou  art  wide  ^ 

Thofe  vanities  of  love  are  quite  extind , 

Revenge  doth  fwell  the  Monfiure,  and  his  droughts 
Which  burn  within  him  muft  be  quencht  with  blood  : 

I haveincenft  the  King  withyellownefs, 

With  doubtful  phrafes  on  Aphelia's  fame  *, 

See* ft  thou  this  Letter/tis  a feript  l feign’d,  (Shews  a Paper* 
For  I can  counterfeit  Aphdias  hand ; 

The  King  ha’s  banifh’d  Laudrey  from  the  Court , 

Becaufe  he  wore  the  Jewel  which  he  fenc 
To  his  Aphelia : light  fufpidons , 

But  this  (hall  aggravate  ^ fiund  thou  the  Kin? , 

Shew  him  this  note,  it  doth  exprefle  great  love  ^ 

To  Landrey  from  Aphelia  • and  withall , 

It  mencioneth  the  Jewel  as  a Gift 
To  gratifie  her  fervant  i this  to  the  reft 
Ot  poyfon  he  ha's  fuck'd  already  in, 

Will  fo  inflame  him,  that  the  Court  (hall  burn 
Too  hot  for  his  Aphelia.  * 

Eh.  Think  it  done* 

But  now  your  aid,  fince  that  your  mind  is  bent 

On 


A Tragtdic, 

O-i  honourable  ends*  here’s  one  will  trie  you. 

Clo.  Thou  Jil  have  me  joyn  my  felf  unto  the  Rebels, 
And  with  my  perfon  grace  their  caufe,  perhaps 
That  is  not  now  to  plot. 

Eh.  I find  you  high  , 

Worthy  the  name  of  Monfieur  • yet  your  thoughts 
Hit  not  my  purpofe,  it  is  fuch  that  made ,, 

Your  Brother  quake  to  hear. 

Clo.  What  is  it  Eunuch  > 

If  that  it  bear  an  honourable  found , 

T hough  death  flood  gaping  wide  to  fwalwloem, 

I would  not  (Brink  nor  fear. 

Eh.  Noble-,  hear  it  then , 

Your  Mother's  loofe,  and  this  night  renders  up 
Her  body  unto  luft,  if  not  prevented 
I can  direeft  you  where,  and  when,  with  whom. 

Clo  My  foul  finds  the  man,  is’ c not  Landrey  ? 

Eh  The  fame. 


Clov.  ri  tear  him  all  to  pieces  then , 

Whore  my  Mother  ^ Eunuch  \c  ad  the  way, 

In  what  thou  (halt  prefcribe  wc  will  obey.  Exeunt  mnes . 


Alius  QuartuSj  Scena  Erima. 


Enter  , Solus , 

Ckyunat  vulture  gripes  me  here,  ha,  what  art  thou  ? 

v If  thou  bceft  jealoufie  mount  and  be  gone* 

Hie  to  the  vulgar  bofome , whofe  cheap  thoughts 
Defp&ir  their  own  performance  • in  a Prince 
Thou  (hew’fl  a nature  retrogade  to  honour. 

Suppofe  fhe  gave  the  Je  wcls,  muft  it  follow 
She  therefore  is  difloyal  * poor  confcquence? 

A Bable  for  a boy  to  play  withall  ^ 

I am  refolv’d,  heark,  I here  her  comming  ; 

O 7 uno , what  a look  and  gate  is  there  I 


Enter 


Tk  VatallConluiEl, 

Enter  Aphelia  as  going  to  bed,  two  or  three  Ladies 
with  Lights. 

Aph.  Mock  me  not  Ladyes  with  this  Ceremony, 

For  l am  facer  ro  attend  on  you  5 
1 am  become  a iervant  and  a (lave 
To  every  moody  paffion  of  my  Lord. 

All  that's  behind  I can  perform  my  felf, 

Without  this  complement. 

1 Lady.  Sweet  Lady, 

You  muff  not  weigh  thefe  things  fo  deeply. 

Your  Lord  is  of  anoblefpirit  • 

And  you  (hall  fee  how  calm  he  will  return, 

Bleffing  your  Bridal  Bed  with  fruitful  iffue. 

Aph.  No,  no  • 

The  Safforn-coated  Hymen  frowns  upon  us  5 
Thefe  Tapers  here  were  lighted  at  a pile. 

As  fit  Attendants  on  the  Grave,  not  Bed  • 

Juno  denies  her  prefence  at  this  match. 

And  all  the  ill  prefaging  birds  of  night 
Sing  fatal  Requiems  for  a Bridal  Song ; 

0 Ladies,  is  not  this  ominous. 

C/oJ.Yesmy  Aphelia , if  that  ragged  fate 

Lie  in  a kifs,  then  it  is  ominous 
Let  me  dwell  here  • I am  ravifhr. 

Am  i on  Earth  ? no.  Heaven  is  here. 

And  all  th’unimitable  joys,  that  Poets  feign. 

Are  better'd  in  thy  goodnefs. 

Aphe.  I hope  your  fears  aVe  fatisfied  now , 

You  bear  a brow  fo  fweetly  pleafant. 

Clot.  What  pretty  foolery  is  this  Aphelia  ? 

1 am  not  jealous,  for  by  all  that  good 

I cannot  think  thee  evil  ^ kifs  me  fweet,  ( k 

There’s  no  deceit  lies  here  *,  again,  agen : (ag 

Her  kifTes  melt  upon  my  lip,  if  fin 
Have  fo  much  heaven  in't,  fi  be  a (inner  • 

Prethee  forgive  my  folly  that  could  be  wrought 
To  fuch  a fenfelefs  paffion,  come  let's  in 
And  (hake  this  off  as  ix  had  never  been. 


A Tngtfyi 

x Lad).  Wc  muft  a while  my  Lord  merest  your  abfence, 
We  have  lo me  certain  Notions  to  deliver , 

Some  pillow  counftls ; i \ allure  your  highnUs 
It  (he  ll  be  ro  way*  * pr  judicial  to  you. 

2 l adj.  You  fee  iW*  not  prepard,  till  chat’s  perform'd 
She'*  cu  s*  that  done*  we  yeild  her  up 
To  the  dark  night,  and  mercy  of  your  Lordlhf  p 

Chu Go  then  unharnis  yoiir  Lady  for  tbefe  wars. 

For  we  are  of  the  Ganvlli , and  fight  naked,  ( Exe,  Ladies 

Ye  powers  that  favour  Lovers,  infqfc  apt  ftrength  & Afne, 
Through  every  nerve  and  finew  of  this  frame  ^ 

Make  me  all  pleafure*  and  unto  the  bride 
Add  every  vein  a Venus * guide  me  light , 

Where  in  on  bed  lies  all  the  worlds  delight. 

Offers  to  go  out  and  meets  tbe  Eu  nuch . 

Eu  Not  yet  in  bed  ! O happy, happy  minute, 

Until  this  hour  I ne’r  was  fortunate  * 

I have  preferv’d  my  King,  my  Prince,  my  Patron , 

From  the  loofe  ardor  of  a Strumpets  bed. 

C lot.  What’s  this  / 

Eu.  Be  not  this  fecond  time  incredulous , 

And  (corn  my  honeft  heart*  or  grant  you  were , 

1 deal  not  now  on  doubts^  your  wife  is  falie , 

Dilhonefl  as  the  Suburbs,  1 am  loath 
To  nominate  her  whore  though  it  bt  true. 

C lot.  True  / ha  / 

Eu.  Leave  this  Lethargiz’d  patfion  which  benumns 
Your  nobler  nature*  turn  your  eyes  on  this*  ((keys  a Letter* 
WhofeCharafrcr  is  this/ 

C lot.  It  is  eAyhelids  hand,  the  very  fame, 

W hich  I have  often  ieen  Clovis  perufe  ( The  bed  thrufi 

In  his  loves  amorous  purfute  forth  with  Aphe.  afleep, 

Eu.  Read  the  contents. 

C lot*  A Letter  that  (he  loves  Landrey,  with  thanks 
For  his  fo  frequent  vifits,  which  (he  replies 
With  the  rich  Jewel  lent  her  by  the  King, 

Wifhing  a perpetuitieofinibracements. 

Ten  thoufand  Ravens  crook  in  this  black  paper. 
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How 


The  Fatal!  Contra  ft. 

How  came  you  by  it. 

E n. ! faw  it  drop  from  LanArey,  bu£  ne'r  thought 
Tore  I perus'd  it  what  it  did  Contain  * 

Which  finding,  in  my  dude  I was  bound 
To  fave  my  Prince  from  ruine. 

C lot . Hold  my  heart. 

Oh  what  fhall  Clot  air  do? — it  cannot  be . 

Do  but  behold  her  face,  and  thou  (halt  read 
W hat  we  call  vertue  there,  and  modeftie  : 

Here  is  a look  would  perfwade  crueltie 
T o iigh  and  fhed  a tear,  bribe  Nemefis 
To  knot  her  fteely  fcourg  with  Plume  of  Down, 

And  Jove  himfelf  tocall  hervice  a vertue. 

Eh.  A book  of  Devils  may  have  the  Cover  gilt  i 
Treafon  lies  Cabin'd  in  the  fmootheft  brow  : 

The  Devil  can  aflfume  an  Angels  form  : 

Your  wife  is  fair,  but  fair  to  do  you  harm. 

Clot . O fay  not  fo,  {he  is  the  neateft  cut 
As  e'r  was  printed  by  the  hand  of  Heaven  : 

Here  is  a volumn  of  Divinitie,  * * 

Compos’d  fo  rarely,  that  to  add  to  this. 

Or  take  away  from  hence,  were  fuch  a fin 
Repentance  could  not  expiate : i’l  not  touch 
With  hands  unhallowed  fuch  a puride, 

Could  it  change  all  my  thoughts  to  peace  and  fiience, 
j Eu.  Mv  Lord  — 

Clot.  Peace  Have, 

Thou  that  infects  all  peace. 

Eh.  Why  areyou  thus  difiemperM  ? let  not  truth 
Make  you  fo  wild  a tempeft : were  it  falfe, 

Or  that  { fought  the  ruine  of  your  houfe, 

Your  youth  and  honour,  then  it  were  a time 
To  fwell  beyond  all  charmingdown,  but  being  truth— 

Clot.  Truth!  hence  and  avoid  my  fight. .flie  where  the  world 
PromifcuoUily  combines  without  diftmction  : 

Where  every  man  is  every  womans  husband. 

Or  where  it's  thought  a courtefie  to  have 
A fellow-labourer  in  the  marriage  bed. 

Thefe 


A Tragedie, 

Thefc  were  a people  that  might  bear  with  thee » 

And  fit  for  thee  to  dwell  with*  hence  away, 

And  if  thou  lov'fl  thy  life,  acquaint  thy  feet 

With  fuch  by-paths  that  we  may  never  meet.  Exit. 

Eu.  This  Prince  i9  of  a nature  mild  and  gentle, 

His  mothers  milk's  too  fluent  in  his  eyes, 

And  much  1 fear  his  refolucion  : 

Yeti  will  work  him  forward,  (he  awakes  ( Aphcliaftirs 
H after  him  and  fetch  him  baek^  if  then  in  the  bed '. 

She  fcape  his  hate,  Hell  has  no  power  with  men.  ( Ex.  Eh. 
Aybe,  Oh,  oh,  oh,  help,  help  my  Lord  and  Husband  ; 

0 my  Father,  my  Lord  and  husband-  help,  help. 

BlefTe  me  Divinity,  is  it  but  a Dream  l ha  the  light 
Gone  ^ who  waits  there?  Ifabel , Julia. 

Ifa.  It  was  my  Ladies  voice,do’$  (he  call  for  help?f  Ent.Ifab. 

1 cannot  blame  her- were  I in  her  place  I fhould  with  a light. 
Do  fo  too,  the  Prince  looks  like  a bungler. 

Aphe.  Who's  there  ? Ifabel  ? 

Ifa.  Did  you  call  Maddam  ? 

Aphe.  Saw'ft  thou  nothing  ? where  is  my  Lord  ? 

Ifab.  Is  he  abfent  ? I cannot  blame  her  then  to  cry  for  help, 

I fhould  do  it  my  felf ; a Prince,  a Puppit  would  have 
Been  more  manly  : how  do  you  Madam  ? 

Aphe.  All  ftands  not  well. 

Ifab.  I believe  that  faithfully. 

Aph.  O Girl  I've  paft  the  dismal’ll  part  of  night  9 
As  ever  tortur’d  fancy  with  extremes. 

Ifab.  If  all  Brides  fhould  be  fo  tortur’d,  i'd  forfwear 
Marriage. 

Aphe-  Mcthoughts  I faw  my  Father  in  a Vault , 

His  filver  hair  made  crimfon  with  his  blood  ; 

My  brother  at  his  Herfe  upon  his  knees , 

Taking  a folemn  oath  for  his  revenge  > 

Yet  all  this  while  fancy  fo  fool'd  my  fenfe, 

Methought  that  1 was  here;  where  on  the  inftant, 

My  Lord  in  preparation  for  my  bed  , 

Was  by  an  ugly  fiend  ravifht  from  hence 
And  hurried  to  deflruftion ; here  I awaked * 
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lbe  rat  all  contract^ 

And  truft  me  Ij'abel  I fcarce  believe 

But  what  I faw  was  real  5 heard’ft  thou  nothing  ? 

Ifab.  1 heard  difcoarfe  of  people  in  your  Chamber 
Some  half  an  hour  fince,  but  they  went  forth  , 

And  to  my  Teeming  full  ofdifcontent , 

But  know  not  who  they  were,  i 

Af>be.  Oh  it  is  too  true ; 

I!  to  my  Fathers,  my  Prophetique  foul 
Sits  like  a Mine  of  lead  mi  hin  me;  come 
Kelp  me  to  mourn  my  Girl^,  for  this  fad  fight 
Befits  a Funeral  not  a Briddl  night*  ( Exeunt 

Clot.  1 am  refolv’d  Caftrato , i’l  be  cruel , Q Ent.  Clot,  and 
Since  (he’s  ddii’d ; and  like  a Chriftal  well  the  Eunuch, 

Has  her  fpring  poyfon’d  by  the  enemie  , 

For  which  it’s  death  for  the  befieg’d  to  tafi , 

Such  are  adulterate  waters ; fay  Eunuch  , 

What  reach!  thou  in  our  brow  ? (peak  truly  man* 

Eu,  A foolifn  grudging  of  the  Mother  full. 

C lot.  A fetled  refolution  my  black  Saint  , 

Not  to  be  alcred  by  the  brackifh  tears 
Which  how  in  pregnant  ties  of  ealie  women. 

Slack  pie  tie, 

And  rife  black  ve  ngeance  from  the  depth  of  hell  * 

And  fate  me  her  deftru&ion  ; lock  up  in  me 
The  Organs  of  remorfc,  all  faculties 
That  write  me  man,  or  mankind  5 create. 

A l'pirit  of  horror  in  me,  apt  me  to  look  i\ 

Upon  fuch  deeds  nature  would  tremble  at , 

And  the  defereet  compofure  of  the  World  { 

Melt  and  diffolve  to  nothing,  whilft  I tin  mov’d  ; 

Smile  at  the  alteration  ; infufefuch.  foul  , 

And  I (hall  then  behold  all  cruelty 
Humane  invention  e’re  was  guilty  off 
And  whi’ft  I groan  under  extremity. 

Stand  and  applaud  the  Executioner  ; 

My  honour  call*  for  vengeance,  and  i’l  do;  fcdrgM  !># 

How/fhe  gone,&  1 have  I op  mine  anger  toe.. . i?Mgqr 
Eu, But  whether  is  (begone, to fytnz  new  Qr^on^ % be4* 

..  . J.  > <■-  ‘ - ■ • ‘ Who 


A Tragtdie , 

Who  being  fool’d  her  expectation  , * 

Will  make  thee  Cuckold  on  thy  wedding  night. 

Clot.  Thou  haft  awak’d  me,  i’J  know  where  fhe  is , 

Hell,  nor  her  darker  deeds  fhall  hide  her  from  me. 

Who  waits,  Lackey  ? Enter  Lackey, 

Lack^  My  Lord. 

Clot . Where  is  thy  Lady?  where’s  Ophelia  ? 

Lacl^  She’s  even  now  gone  forth, 

Clot.  Gone  forth,  with  whom? 

Lack:  There  was  one  with  her,  but  whether  man  or 
Woman  I am  uncertain:,  but  fure’twas  a man  , 

She  would  not  dare  to  venture  out  fo  late  elfe. 

Clot.  Get  to  thy  ref];.  ( Exit  Lackey . 

I!  take  thy  word  Eunuch  for  the  Kingdoms  wealth. 

Eu.  Oh  do  you  begin  to  credit  now , 

Nowr  when  perhaps  it  is  too  late,  this  comes  of  patience , 
Clot.  Turn  patience  into  fury,  love  to  hate , 

My  fofter  temper  to  a heart  of  fleel  ^ 

Reiped  of  wedlock  and  the  facred  vow 
Made  fore  the  holy  Altar  to  the  Prieft  , 

Thus  do  I fling  ye  off*  revenge  (hall  move 

About  her  bndallbed  infleadof  love.  Exeunt,- 

SCEN.I/. 

Enter  Clovi$;Lamot,  andthree  or  four  of  the  Guard . 

Clo.  Upon  your  lives  let  no  man  paflfe  that  way. 

Om.  Guard.  Your  Grace  (hall  be  obey’d  in  all. 

Clo,  If  he  refift  or  offer  violence,  knock  out  his  brains  * 
There’s  your  reward, be  careful  and  be  gone. 

Om.  Guard  God  prefer ve  theMonfiure.  ( Exit  Guard. 
Clo.  You  fhall  poffefsthe  Cave,  my  felf  will  in. 

And  vifit  thefe  night  Revellers,  fuch  fport 
I will  adminifter  fhall  make  them  dance 
Lavalco’s  in  the  air,  here’s  that  fhall  fidle  to  them. 

Have  you  the  habit  Stre.phon ■? 

Lam.  With  thefe  hands 
I did  difrobe  theftacue  of  your  Father  3- 
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The  Fatall  Cffltucl, 

And  they  arc  ready-*-— 

Cht.  Landrey,  blood  doth  fwell 
The  Monfiuc'*  thoughts  to  fend  chy  foul  to  Hell. 

. Emnt  mm. 

SCINA  III. 

Enter  Landrey,  mufick^*bovet  and  tbii  Song. 

The  Song. 

Wifdome  bids  w (bun  the  Court , 

What  great  ones  do,  fame  will  report  s 
Here  we  may  enjoy  each  other , 

And  no  eie  our  loves  difcover. 

1 will  makf  thee  choice  of  pofes , 

Beds  of  Caffia  mixt  with  Rofesj 
Where  wee'l  toy , and  fyfs>  and  varie 
Plea  fares  till  the  morn  difclofes 
All  our  fecrets , if  thou’t  tarrie . 

Lan . If  I will  tarry,  let  me  wither  here , 

Within  thefc  facred  walls  let  me  expire. 

And  fpend  the  remnant  of  my  life  chat’s  left* 

In  fervice  of  the  Deity  lives  here* 

The  air’s  perfum’d  each  room  through  which  I walk. 
Banquets  the  (enfes,  courts  the  appetite 
Ot  every  facultie  that  makes  up  man, 

To  complement  it  into  paradice . 

If  then  Elyfium’a  here*  where  are  thofe  (hades, 

Thofc  blefled  apparitions  Poets  feign  ? 

Appear  my  Goddefs  and  out-fing  the  Poets:  [Enter  S^cen. 

Reallity  of  fancy  that  excell’ft 
The  faint  expreffions  of  alszie  tongue. 

Whole  houfe  is  root’d  with  fiefhj  to  tell  thy  wroth  , 
Tongues  tip’d  with  immortality  would  faint  in  t. 

Qu.  Excellent  fervant,  what  houfe  do  you  write  too  * 
Poet  and  Aftor  both  > why,  this  fudden  gaze, 

Your  cafes  are  too  narrow  for  your  eyes  > 

Pray  fpare  your  Optiques  fit  for  Venus  fervice. 

Lam . No, 

II  play  the  prodigall  with  my  precious  fight. 


And 


A Tragedte. 

And  fpend  it  all  on  you  b to  view  your  fccond 
Were  fuch  a happinefs,  after  the  which 
It  were  a fin  to  fee  more. 

Qu.  Blefie  me  Rablais , 

And  all  ye  fofter  phanfies  of  the  French  5 
What  ails  the  man  ? my  Landrey  Laureat. 

L&n • It  is  roy  Queen  that's  Laureat,  whofe  bleft  fight 
Creates  a Poft  5 this  divine  feature 
Heaven  only  made  to  make  man  ingenious* 

Qu,  Is  this  Extempore , or  have  you  hir’d 
Some  hackney  Mufe  acquainted  with  the  road 
Of  vulgar  exorcifmi  to  charm  cheap  beauties  5 
Take  up,  at  this  fipeed  elfe  your  Mufe  will  founder. 

Land.  Founder,  and  have  her  founders  by  ? with  patience 
Hear  but  thefe  poor  exprefliors  of  your  worth , 

Which  faintly  paint  forth  your  perfections, 

And  you  fhall  blefie  my  Mufe. 

Q u*  Wet*l  hear  your  jig  , 

How  is  your  Ballad  titl’d  > come  pronounce. 

Landrey  Reads . 

From  head  to  foot , Fredigond  been 
Far  excelling  beauties  Queen  > 

Had  Jafon  but  beheld  her  hair  9 
The  golden  Fleece  had  nS  ftemi  fair ; 

Thefe  ftars  which  mortals  fupfdfe  eies , 

Wt ?re  afeendant  in  the  styes  , 

When  it  fell  to  Venus  lot 
That  little  Cupid  was  begot . 

Her  tongue  in  which  the  Spheres  do  move  , 

Organ  of  divine ft  love , 

Was  by  Apollo  fram’d)  that  be 
From  hence  might  learn  more  harmonic  ; 

Who  neats  her  teeth , and  lifs  difclefes  y 
W alls  of  Pearl , and  Gates  of  Rofes  5 
Two  leavd  doors  that  lead  the  way 
Through  her  breath  f Arabia, 

To  which  would  Cupid  grant  that  blifs  , 

N go  a pilgrimage  to  tyfs  l 

Thofe  bills  effnow  which  on  her  breaft  Rife 


D?e  Fat  all  Contra  ft, 

Rife  /veiling  with  their  double  crefl .* 

Mate  ParnalJui msuntainx  fi ?hencs 
The  mu fes  fuckjheir  eh  queries  $ 

JFbofe  parts  which  we  will  fflj  dijcovif 
Hee*l  imagine  thafs  a lover* 

Like  J ijno  (be  doth  p , 

Lil\e  Pallas  talk  and  few , 

Likf  Venus  her  blifs , 

Each  kitfeaCapid  is , 

fcer  bands  as  white  as  [now. 

From  head  to  foot  my  Aiittnfs  been 
Far  excelling  beauties  §hteen> 

Q^»  Leave  thefe  arial  Viands,  taft  of  that 
Is  here  fubftantial  s how  like  you  the  fruit*  ? 

Land.  Let  me  for  ever  dwell  upon  thefe  lips* 

Q h.  Y ou  are  too  greedy  of  thefe  rarities  , 

And  mull  be  dieted,  led  forfeiting 
Your  appetite  (hould  ficken  and  lo  die. 

Lan.D ie  on  your  lips,  O Death-  bed  for  a Jove , 

Who*s  buried  here,  his  Grave’s  immortal  love  5 
Here  will  1 dwell,  and  know  no  age  nor  forrow* 

Q«.  Yet  Cbildrickjcncw  them  both* 

Lan.  A frofty  Prince 
Be^ot  on  Jafiuarie  by  a T^ntch  man . 

And  worthy  of  thofe  flames  he  now  endures. 

Enter  Cions  from  mder  the  Stage  with  his  Fathers 
Gown  and  Robes  on. 

Qu*  What  noife  is  chis  ? guard  me  divinitie. 

Clou.  What  has  my  harfhnefledone  ? (he  is  my  Mothers 
My  confcience  tells  me  I was  much  to  blame 
Thus  to  delude  her  fancy  ; (he  returns. 

Q«.  O Cbiidrick  I contefle  ’twas  T that  kill’d  thee , 

Thele  hands  adminihred  the  fatal  draught 
That  fet  thy  foul  on  wing. 

Clov.  What  do  l hear  ? 

Qj<-  Oh  do  not  fnatch  my  foul  from  out  this  world, 
Till  I have  bath'd  it  in  repentant  tears, 

And  made  it  fit  for  heaven* 


A Tngtdy, 

Clov.  She  faint9  again  • (hi  pats  eff  kit  nhs. 

Who  waits  within?  come  forth  and  lend  your  aid ; ( Enttr 

O  welcome  Strephon  ^ ufe  thy  beft  of  skill  Lamot  at  the 

That  matters  nature,  and  dotn  life  rcftorc , trip  dm. 
Beyond  the  Art  of  CEftnUpius * 

Apply  thy  gentlett  med'eines.  ( Eatt "Mu fob** 

Lam.  Let  us  withdraw  * 

My  life  fir  anfwers  hers  if  (be  mifearry, 

^ Clw.  What  are  yee? 

Mufi.  Muficians,  whofe  obedience 
Doth  here  attend  the  Queen, 

Clov.  Bawds,  arrant  bawds  $ 

l'l  talk  with  you  anon;  in,  in,  ( E^ennt  mntt. 

Enter  the  Guard. 

1 Gita.  Stand  clofe,  ttand  clofe,  I heard  a butting  within 
here  while. 

2 Gua.  Butting,  and  they  come  this  way  here's  that  (hall 

buttle  them.  {Enter  Landrej . 

S . Gua.  Fly  upon  him,  hee’s  drunk,  and  will  betray  us  alh 
Land.  I am  bet  raid,  the  Monfiurefeeks  my  life , 

All  waies  ’gaintt  m’efcape  are  for  till'd  •, 

0 cruel  fortune  bawd  to  time  and  fate , 

That  footh’ft  us  up  to  make  us  ruinate  ; 

For  now  thou  kntw’ft  no  tears,  anon  no  glee , 

But  only  conftant  in  inc onftancie  ( finds  the  Rohes, 

Ha ! what  is  here?  great  Goddcfle  pardon  me , 

1 have  offended  ’gaintt  thy  Dcitie. 

This  fhall  delude  the  Watch-  thrice  bleflcd  hap 
T hat  thus  deliver’ft  whom  they  would  intrap. 

2.  Gua.  I will  not  ttand,  nor  I cannot  ttandj  d’ce  think 
I'm  drunk,  what’s  that  ? 

Om%  Gua.  Bleffe  us,  O blette  us^  Diabolo,  Diabolo. 

2.  Gua.  The  Devil,  what  a Devil  care  I,  keep  off  Devil, 

1 fay  keep  of,  I do  not  fear  thee;  are  you 
Sneaking  back,  you  cowardly  Rogue5  d’ee  budge 
I hate  a cowardly  Rogue,  as  I hate,  as  I hate  the 
Devil;  take  that.  ( knocks  him  down. 

Land, 


H 
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land.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

2.  Guar.  Oh, oh,  oh,  fl  make  you  cry  oh'. 

What  Devil  made  you  in  my  way  ? 

Ti  now  fee  what  money  he  carries  about  him ; 

Men  fav  the  Prince  ofdarknefTe  is  a Gentleman  , 

By'reladie  he  has  good  clothes-,  but  yet  for  all  that 
He  may  have  no  money. 

Enter  Queen i Clevis-,  Lamot  undiQuired^  Muf'Ctans- 
Qu.  1 know  not  where  he  is,  or  if  I did  , 

Before  i’d  yeeld  him  up  to  thy  revenge , 
fl  die  ten  thoufand  deaths. 

Clov.  Thou  glorious  light,  that  in  thy  natural  Orix 
Didft  comfortably  fhine  upon  thisKingdome; 

How  is  thy  worth  ecclips’-d,  what  a dull  darknefle 
Hangs  round  about  thy  fame  f in  all  this  piece , 

To-- every  limb  whereof  I once  ow'd  duty , 

I know  not  where  now  to  rind  out  my  mother. 

Q».  The  Devil  and  diibbedience  blinds  your  eyes 
Clev.  O that  I had  no  eyes,  fo  you  no  fhame  ; 

Murther  your  Husband  to  arrive  at  luff , 

And  then  to  lay  the  blame  on  innocents  ? 

Biufh,  biufh,  thou  worfe  than-woman. 

^.Ha,  ha,  ha 
Clov.  Hold  my  heart 

You  r impudent  in  fin;  has  your  pro.ud  page  • 

Made  you  thus  valiant  f tell  me,  where  he  is  j 

¥or  if  you  daily  with  me,  know  this  hand 

Shall  rip  him  from  thy  heart,  though  Cabin’d  there. 

Qu.  How  dar lb  thou  cloth  thy  fpeech  m fitch  a phrafe: 
To  me  thy  natural  Mother? 

Gkv,  My  Mother  1 

Adulterate  woman,  fhame  of  Royalrie, 

I biufh  to  call  thee  Mother*  thy  fouJ  luris 
Havecaught  me  words oJ  that  harfh  confequence 
That  Stigmatize  obedience,  and  do-brand 
With  mil-becoming  accents  filial  duty  : 

Deliver  quickly  where  this  leacher  is  •_ 

Here  hous’d  he-iasfl  be,  for  he  cannot  Ycapr, 

L d*  vyijdnefle  conquering  myfofcer  fenfe,. 


A Tragedy, 

T hruft  forth  my  hand  into  an  ad  of  horror  > 

And  leave  you  breathlefl'e  here. 

^ What  French  Neromian  fpirithave  we  here? 

Infolent  boy,  wilt  thou  turn  Paricide  ? 

CUv.  7 he  juftnefle  of  my  caufe  would  excufe  me 
If  I fhould  execute-  fpeak  murtherefs , 

Where  have  you  mew'd  your  Monfter  f 

£ ? h.  Here  lies  the  Monfter,  oh  rare  Monfier;  two  Berds, 
This  is  a comick  Monger,  a Periwick  too,  this  is  a Court 
Monften 

D'eegape,  what  in  the  Devils  name  would  you  beg  now  ? 

Lam. Behold  my  Lord,  the  Woodcock's  in  the  Gin , 

Here  lies  the  great  Landrey. 

£Ih.  O horrid  fin. 

Clov.  This  habit  might  have  ruin’d  all  Lamot. 

But  Goblin  now  you  are  caught*  what  is  he  dead  ? 

Lam.  Scarce  hurt  my  Lord-,  how  is't?  look  up. 

Eh.  W here  is  the  i^ueen  ? ( Enter  Eunuch. 

Jibe.  Here  Eunuch,  as  thou  fee’ft,  in  mifery. 

Eh.  O my  heart,how  came  the  Monfiur  hither ? Lamot  too? 
£u.  All  that  1 know  is  that  we  are  betraid. 

fet  them  packing,  fear  not, my  good  Lord. 

Clov.  Thou  art  a faithful  fervant. 

Eu.  Sir,  the  Rebels  — 

Clov.  Give  'hem  a nobler  Title^  by  my  life 
I do  applaud  their  courage,  come  they  on  ? 

Eh.  Yes,  and  Brijjac  is  made  their  Generali. 

Clov.  A hopeful  youth,  fraught  with  Nobility , 

And  all  the  graceful  qualities  that  write 
Man  truly  honourable * my  injuries 
Have  fwelPd  me  up  to  this. 

Eh.  His  Lather’s  dead. 

QLv.  Truft  me  Pm  forrv,  grief  has  broke  his  heart , 

And  mine  Caflrato  too^  canft  thou  imagine 
W ho  was  the  Author  of  our  Fathers  death  ? 

Eh.  Am  I betraid  ? then  lend  me  impudence , 

I'm  fure  1 cannot  blufti : Royal  fir,  whom  ? 

C lov.  Our  Mother  with  Landrey , and  this  Lamot , 

They  meant  (hould  bear  the  blame-  this  was  Stre\hcn . 

Hz  Ea* 
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Eh.  indeed  ? would  I were  fairly  off. 

Clov.  But  what  news  with  Aphelia  and  her  Bridegroom? 

Eh.  As  you  could  wifh,  hee's  full  of  jeaioufie , 

No  Frenchman  e’re  was  mor z Italian-, 

I’ve  wrought  him  bravely  on,  your  Phyfick  works, 

Hither  i’ve  brought  ApbclU-  to  morrow 
You  (hall  hear  further  fporc  i'i  warrant  you  ; 

In  the  mean  while,  what  will  you  do  with  thefe  ? 

Clov.  Cajlrato  thus ; 

Nature  forbids  me  fpill  my  Mothers  blood , 

And  L Andre j is  unfit  for  my  revenge  • 

Fori  mud  fludy  torments  for  the  flave , 

Therefore  I give  them  up  to  your  tuition  > 

Unti 1 1 (hall  return  vi&orious. 

J? h, . Oblerv  d you  that  ? there  is  fome  comfort  yet. 

Clov.  Then  wee'l  determine  of  them,  if  we  fall 
Let  Clot  air  point  them  out  a funerall : 

Reward  thefe  with  the  whip,  thefe  with  my  purfe , 

His  merit  is  two  hundred  Crowns,  perform  it. 

2.  Gna.  Drink,  I adore  thee  drink:,  goo  d fellows  al! , 
Sometimes  we  rife  by  drink,  but  oftner  fall.  (Fx.  2.  Guard. 

Clov . A moral  drunkard, go  away  with  them  {Ex. Eunuch, 
And  on  your  life  let  them  not  flir  from  hence.  Afnfcians, 
Now  my  revenge  grows  to  maturity , Landry  & Queen. 
W ee'l  to  ~Dnmain{  Lamot ) and  joyn  with  him  • 

Nqw  France  thou  licft  a bleeding,  thou  fhalt  prove 

What  ’cis  to  crofs  the  Monfiure  in  his  love  {Exeunt  omnes. 

\ 

Actus  Quintus. 

Enter  Brijfac , DumainyBourben)  Lanove , Martel. 
E>Hm.YQO r certain  then  the  princes  arc  at  odds. 

IT  Brif.  Yes, and  the  ground  the  marriage  of  miy  filler. 
Bourh.  The  Ulcerous  ilate  is  ripe,  and  we  mull  launce  it. 
Brif.  The  Sing  doth  Whore  my  fitter.,  (lie's  not  his, 

But 


A T raged'1 1 

But  true  and  lawfully  the  Monfiur's  wife. 

Dam.  Did  not  one  Strephon  wait  upon  the  Monfiure  ? 

Brif  W hat's  his  condition  ? 

Dum.  A Surgion,  and  famous  for  the  cure  o*th5Prince. 
Brif.  Yes,  fuch  there  was  • but  little  nois'd  at  Court. 

Dum.  That  was  Lamot  our  faft  and  noble  friend. 

Mart.  There's  fome  defign  on  foot  that  hinders  him , 

He  would  not  elfe  negled  us. 

Within , the  Monfiure^  the  Monfiure,  ho,  ho , ho . 
Brif  What  noife  is  that  Lanove , Hep  forth  and  fee. 

Du.Q  death  we  are  furpris’d,theMonfiure,fuddenly  (again 
Snared , let  each  man  to  his  charge  ( again. 

Bourb.  Hark, Hill  the  noife  increafeth. 

Brif  By  the  found,  this  is  a ftiout  of  joy  and  not  of  dread  .* 
Lanove  the  news?  ( En.Lanovejbc  Monfiure ,Lamot  & others . 

Monfi . Brijfac,  Dumain , Martel , and  you  the  reft , 

Think  not  I am  come  a Tray  tor  to  your  Camp  ^ 

I cannot  gild  my  (peeclf  with  eloquence , „ 

If  this  will  ferve  you  fir,  I am  a friend. 

Brif  The  Monfiur's  welcome,  and  his  worth  will  grace 
The  dignity  of  this  dayes  work  in  hand. 

Monfi , My  almoft  Brother  once3  fuffice  1 thank  you , 

And  fairly  greet  this  brave  aflembly , 

Whofe  fouls  do  look  for  ftirring  oppofites , 

When  your  refiftance  1 fear  will  be  flender  •, 

But  were  they  centupul'd,  I’l  f ght  your  caufe , 

Kings  arm  their  fubjeds  when  they  break  their  laws. 

Omnes.  Long  live  the  Monfiure. 

Monfi . Lead  on,  awayr  Exeunt  omnes + 

SCEN.  II. 

Enter  the  Eunuch,  whilfi the  waits  play  foftly , and  folemny 
draws  the  Canofie , wb  re  the  Queen  fits  at  one  end  bound, 
with  Landrey  at  the  other , both  as  a (leep. 

Eu.  Here  fits  our  Beldam  dieted  for  Venerie  a 
And  by  her,  her  Landrey  not  furfeited  ^ 

Her  Ladyfhip's  allow’d  a mouldie  cruft  > 

H3  He 


The  Fatall  Ccntrafi , 

He  (linking  water  to  peece  out  his  life , 

Between  them  both  they  banquet  like  one  Lave , 

Condemn'd  perpetually  to  the  Burdello  *, 

They  think  I know  not  that  they  thus  are  us’d. 

When  it  is  only  I that  ufe  them  thus. 

How  wickedly  they  look,  oh  I could  laugh 
To  hear  them  rail  at  others  mifery  *, 

He  curfes  her,  and  {he  footh  curfes  him , 

And  both  each  other  damn  for  their  offences. 

Learn  ye  that  pamper  up  your  flefh  for  lull , 

The  Eunuch  in  his  wickednefle  is  juft.  Play  louder, they  fleep 
too  long. 

JSe.  A mifehieftake  the  keeper,  hardned  dog , 

Whom  no  diftrefs  can  melt  or  molliHe  * 

The  cruell  King  doth  not  deny  us  fleep , 

Although  theNurfers  of  it,  food  and  eafe. 

Eu.  Peace,  peace,  ye  villains  ceafe  that  ruder  noife 
That  breaks  your  fofter  (lumbers,  gentle  Queen  , 

I am  not  guilty  of  thefe  harfli-voic  d words 
Your  wilder  fence  hurls  at  me  : you  miftake , 

1 am  your  Eunuch , one  that  weeps  for  you. 

ftlu.  Oh  C aftrato,  waft  not  thofe  tears  in  vain , 

Come  hither  and  Pi  catch  dhofe  falling  drops 
Which  prodigally  over-flow  their  banks 
There’s  Neftar  in  thine  eye,  oh  let  me  drink  it ; 

Thefe  aged  Cifterns  are  grown  dry,  and  yeeld 
Not  one  relenting  drop  to  eafe  my  third. 

Caftrato , pitty  me,  my.  veins  are  parcht. 

And  this  fame  flefh  which  walls  about  my  foul , 

Chops  with  exceflive  heat  ^ a little  water 
Caftrato,  but  a little,  though  it  h3th  been 
The  birth  of  Toads,  or  what  the  leapers  bath’d  in  • 

O fliew  thy  love  but  in  a little  water , 

What  can  a J^ueen  ask  lefle,  or  fubje<ft  grant  her  ? 

E Though  I be  tortur’d  for  it,  yet  i’l  do  it.  ( Ex. Eunuch 
Jgv.  It  hath  quencht  half  my  third  to  find  fome  pitty. 
Land . 1 cannot  bite  mine  arm,  their  tyrannic 
Denyes  me  what’s  mine  own  to  feed  upon , 


One 
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One  mouthful  would  fuffice,  [ cannot  get  it  5 
Poor  unfed  fides  that  pafle  along  the  ftreet , 

I now  am  fenfible  of  what  ye  want  •, 

Did  I e’r  think  to  die  for  want  of  food , 

Whofe  table  was  the  world,  from  whence  I cull’d 
The  rarities  of  nature  to  delight  me , 

.And  more  to  feed  my  luff  than  Appetite  ? 

One  bit  of  bread,  though  it  were  gray  with  age , 

Hoary  and  crushed  with  a fecond  bark. 

\\  hole  loathed  outfide  would  not  court  a Dog 
Arm’d  with  the  edg  of  appetite,  would  feem 
A rare  rich  banquet  to  my  emptie  gorf'e  * 

Oh  1 am  worn  to  nothing  with  this  want , 

Such  emptinefs  ha’s  hunger  made  of  me 
That  you  may  draw  me  on  another  mam 
Some  bread,  feme  bread. 

Enter  Eunuch  with  Wine  and  JMeat,  he  congees  with  great 
reverence  and  ceremony  to  the  Queen. 

£lu.  Oh  thou -art  welcome  , 

Quick,  dear  E much  quick  •,  what  needs  this  delay  ? 

Away  with  form  and  ceremonious  duty, 

Refped  in  this  is  too  refpe&lefs. 

Eu.  O give  me  leave, I will  begin  a health 
Its  very  good,  exceeding  pleafant  Wfne. 
u . Doft  thou  deride  my  fufferance  l 
Ex.  No,  no*  not  T. 

Give  me  the  drink  thert,  iJm  all  dame  and  Hrc; 

Eu.  Say  you  fo,  fay  you  fo?  then  you  muff  pardon  me, 

I love  your  fafety,  and  it’s  dangerous 

To  drink  while  you  are  hot,  pray  cool  and  tarry ; 

In  the  mean  while  I will  begin  to  you  ^ 

How  tart  and  pleading  this  is  to  the  Palate, 

A fweetcr  Pheafant  Chriftendom  affords  not. 

Land . I thank  thee  Eunuch , prethee  give  ic  nre, 
j Eu.  You5!  let  me  tad:  it  for  you,  will  you  not  ? 

Are  you  fofharply  fet  ? fie,  thisTawce  is  naught. 

Land. -Prethee  rmkeiiaff,  hunger digeftYno  tafiers; 


The  Fat  all  Contract, 

Eu.  Come  fir,  I muft  feed  you,  oh  oh,  not  fo  faft , 

Be  not  lo  hafty,here^ftill  you  are  too  haily-  ( he  puts  it  to  his 
Gentle  fir, it  will  digeft  the  better,  month  f£fuls  it  ***]  again 
LandMore,  more,  oh  it  is  excellent. 

Eh.  Madam,  here’s  for  you  now. 

May  heaven  reward  thee  fort,  oh  it’s  rare. 

Eh . How  do  you  like  your  banquet  great  Landry  ? 

Land-  Beyond  compare. 

And  you  your  drink? 

£)h.  The  Gods  taft  not  the  like* 

Eu.  Ha,  ha>  ha,  y’have  both  eat  and  drunk  abominable 
poyfon. 

Ha ! 

Land.  How ! 

Eh.'  Tis  true,  I tell  your  Oracle  j 
1 here’s  not  an  hours  life  between  ye  both 
1 he  poyfon’s  fure,  1 did  prepare  it  for  ye, 

And  have  my  felf  taken  an  Antidote : 

What  fay’now  to  th’other  bout  with  Landry  , 

I can  procure  a fecond  meeting  for  you , 

Indeed  I can ; think  you  not  whoredom  fweet 
Now  you  are  a dying  ? is  not  your  foul  at  eafe. 

The  murther  of  your  Husband  but  a toy , 

A flea-biting  ? alack  you  fed  it  not. 

Inhumane  Have,  treacherous  Rafcal. 

Eh.  Good  words,  Lady  whore,  good  words:  what  are  you 
loofe  ? ( L Andre J gets  loofe. 

Miraculous  famine,  ha’s  your  empty  guts 
Perfwraded  you  to  Yalour  ? will  it  fcratch  or  bite  ? 

I’m  fure’t  has  no  weapon,  Monfiure  difarm’d  it.  (faxes  a keen 
Lan.Wz  did  fo  Rafcd,yct  your  curious  fearch  knife  which  he 
Ne’r  pri’d  into  this  fheath,  do  you  fee  this : pulls  out  of  his 

With  mine  own  hands  it  had  let  forth  mine  fleeve,  flagger: 

own  life , with  faint nefs. 

Had  the  proud  Monfiure  traded  us  to  any  ^ 

Thy  felf  excepted,  whom  I now  perceive 
The  only  Author  of  our  mifery.  ( The  Eunuch  tript 

Your  very  nimble  Hell-hound.  up  his  heels  in  fcufflt 

Eh.  O Lord  fir, you  know  the  caufe,  dnd fits  on  him. 

I'm 


a j rigour. 

I’m  lighter  by  aftone  or  two  than  you, 

Yet  lam  weight  enough  to kee v you  down  ; 

Stir  and  thou  dy’fl- row  fir,  what  lay  yon  to  me  / 

How  did  you  like  your  old  Q^een?  was  fhegamefome> 

Did  file  ap^  ly  her  felflike  an  apt  whors 
Unco  your  loofe  imbraces  ? 

Land . Dog,  let  me  reft. 

Eh.  Cood  my  Lord  pardon  me, 

Linder  your  Graces  favour  be  itfpoken, 

You  are  our  cufhing.  and  I’l  fit  on  you. 

I am  not  very  heavie,  am  I fir  ? fjoults  upon  him, 

1 do  not  altogether  weigh  a man. 

Qj*.  Villanous  Tray  tor  , 

0 let  him  rife,  and  wreck  thy  fpite  on  me. 

Eu.  You  cog  now,  you'd  rather  I fliould  kill. 

Q*o  O fpare  him,  fpare  him*  Eunuch  iave  my  fervant. 
And  i’l  forgive  thee  all  the  finnes  againfl:  me  5 
There’s  not  an  injurie  thou  doft  to  him  , 

But  wounds  me  to  the  foul. 

Eu.  Pray  then  look  here. 

How  eafily  this  Skean  is  fheath'd  in  him  ; 

* An  Engine  of  his  own  preparing  Ladie, 

And  pittie’t  were  fo  brave  a Gentleman, 

Such  a neat  hopeful  whore-matter  as  he. 

Should  die  by  any  weapon  but  his  own. 

So  p ei  ifh  all  that  love  Aduiterie. 

There.,  lit  thou  the;  e again  : once  more  to  you,  (he Jets  him 
Who  ifyoimpoyfon  do  not  work  too  faft,  in  his  Chair. 

Shall  fee  0101°  fights  like  thefe  before  you  d e; 

But  leaft  v ou fh  « 4 pi  event  us  with  your  tongue, 

1 will  ct  bold  t gag  your  Ladyfhip  j 

l’i  leave  a peemng  hole  through  which  you  (hall 
See  figiU>,  ftiall  kill  theefafter  than  thy  poyfon;  ( draws  the 
I am  pi  epar  d now  for  Apbelias  death.  Curtain  again , 

AH  things  are  ready,  and  behold  the  King. 

Now  for  my  part.  (Ent.  Clotair  .meUnchellj 

Ciit.  lam  toopittiful,a  w;?P'ieflux, 

Wtxizii  (oft  and  tender  hearted  men  call  tears, 

I Stand 
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Stand  on  mine  eies?  and  do’s  exprefs  a nature 

Too  like  rny  Bearer  ; it  is  now  with  me 

Full  tide- in  forrow?  my  Cynthia  governs  ftrongly. 

Eh.  How  fares  the  great  Clotabr  ? 

Clot . What  dothewife? 

Caflrato , call  the  moifhire  which  prefumes 
To  meditate  betwixt  my  wrath  and  me  > 

E//>  Expreffions  of  a weak  and  filly  nature? 

PaHIon  offools  and  women  : are  you  a man 
And  bear  fo  tame  a fold,  filch  a finock  fpifit  > 

The  Diftaff owns  more  fpleen?  more  noble  anger ; 
pray  let  her  live  untill  the  Pages  write? 

An  hopping  balladry  verfe  rime  upon  you? 

Great  Clotair  had  a wife  and  (he  was  fair, 

Yea  fairer  then  the  flowerie  meads  in  May;  (fcoj ftngly* 

Oh  (he  was  fair?  yet  foul  ; moft  r idling  fence; 

Oh  it  is  horrid;  then  to  conclude 

In  what  a high  ftreign  you  did  take  revenge  ? 

How  like  your  houfe  and  honour?  hark?  how  (he  dies 
Strangled  in  tears  fall'll  from  the  Cuckolds  eies; 

You  are  her  husband  fir  and  now  mull  own 
Her  doubtfull  ifliie,and’  her  lawleffeluft 
Although  a Bull  (houldieap  her?  you  muft  father* 

And  have  a drove  of  forked  Animals? 

Shall  have  there  horns  born  wkh  them  to  the  founds 
’Twill  (ave  their  prodigall  wives  the  reacky  labour. 

Clot.  Marry  a Whored  father  a baftard  iffue.** 

Eh.  1 tell  you  truth?  there’s  no  avoiding  it. 

Clot.  Come  bring  her  forth.  (E*z*.  Aphelia  dragd  by  mo 
Ahpe.  life  not  fuch  violence  good  Gentlemen?  Ruffins  in 
VI  walk  a lamb  to  (laughter,  not  repine  her  petticoat  & haira 
At  any  torments  you  (hall  put  me  too  ? 

Onely  be  modeft : commend  me  to  my  Lord* 

I doubt  I never  (hall  behold  him  more ; 

For  by  the  calculation  of  your  looks 
I have  not  long  to  live. 

Clot. True  Aphelia^confefs  & turn  thy  fate;give  me  to  know 
With  what  foul  Monfter  thou  haft  wrong'd  thy  foul* 
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Seam-rent  that  holy  weed,  Virginitie ; 

And  eafeme  of  a load  that  bears  more  weight 
Than  what  my  youthful  fins  have  heap’d  upon  me# 

Apke.  IfeT  my  Lord — 

Clot.  No  more  of  that,  it  tends  to  madnefs  $ 
f 1 force  it  from  thee ; bring  forth  the  tortures  there; 

I’l  trie  ifin  thefe  fiery  inftruments  ( ’Ent . man  with  pan 

There  lie  a tongue,  which  better  caa  perfwade  and  irons , 
Confelhon  from  thee ; thefe  red  hot  applied  * 

Unto  thy  breaft  adulterate,  fhalJ  extraft 
All  future  hopetofuckle  lawlefs  iffue  ; 

Thy  poyfbnous  firings  which  from  thele  hills  arife. 

Shall  have  their  fountain  head  darn’d  up  by  thefe. 

Apbe.  I’ve  heard  you  fw  ear,that  you  were  poor  in  words, 
And  knew  n-ot  to  exprefsthe  happinefs 
Which  you  conceiv’d  was  habitable  here. 

How  much  my  Lord  is  altred  frem  himfelf  / 

Clot.  Tis  theu  art  altred;  true  Apbelia , 

That  whilft  thy  purer  thoughts  did  awe  thy  will, 

I lov’d  like  an  Idolater  : I was  pofleft 

That  thefe  two  twins,  thefe  Globes  of  flefli,  contain’d 

All  that  was  happy  both  in  earth  and  heaven  ; 

In  this  I could  defer ie  the  Milkey  way  , 

The  maiden  Zone  that  girds  the  wafte  of  heaven  5 
In  this  the  feat  of  Paradice,  and  how 
The  wanton  Rivelets  plai’d  about  the  file 
Which  puzzel  yet  Geopraphie:  all  this  I could  , 

I could  in  thee  my  fometime  chaft  Aphelia 
Find  and  rejoyce  in;  but  thou  art  now 
An  undreft  w ildernefs  wherein  I walk , 

Lcfing  my  felf’mongft  multitude  of  beafts ; 

O favageattions ! Comcdifpatch. 

Apbe,  Sir—  > 

Clot . l’l  hear  no  more# 

Aphe>  Heaven  will  then  5 
And  though  it  bear  an  ear  far  diftaat  hence, 

Both  hear  and  pitty  me.  O my  lov’d  Lord  , 

Should  but  a dream  work  on  my  fancy, 
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T hat  you  were  thus  to  fuffer  as  I am. 

It  would  confpire  to  kill  me  with  more  fpeed 
Than  thefe  your  threatning  Miaifter?;  ala?, 

11  force  a gentler  nature  in  the  Reel, 

An  d with  my  rainy  eies  weep  out  their  heat  3 
Which  as  it  die?  ftiould  hifs  it  (elf  to  (corn. 

For  offering  to  contain  but  fire  to  hurt  von 3 
And  will  you  then  a bold  fpe&ator  ftand, 

Srailinq  at  what  I fuffer  > ftied  but  one  tear. 

Or  counterfeit  a forrow  for  my  fake  , 

A little  Teeming  woe,  and!  fhaildie 
Sick  of  yoiir  kindneffe,  not  yonr  crueltie. 

Clot.  O my  foft  tern  er,  her  meet  harmonie 
Wil  melt  me  into  fool  3 to  hear  thefe  word?  , 

The  Mother  is  to  buifie  in  mine  eies  3 
What  (hall  I do? 

Eu.  Make  a new  Hell, 

And  ifthou  canft,  create  more  Devi!s,do, 

And  they  w ill  find  imployment  all  on  her, 

For  fince  the  general]  Creation., 

Time  never  did  produce  a fowler  finner  , 

Or  one  more  begger'd  hell  in  punifhing. 

Clot.  Thou  haft  awak’t  me;  Whore  will  you  confeffe? 

Do  not  inforce  your  deatli  through  willfulnefs;  (drags  her  h 
Speak  ftnbborn  filer  ce,  or  i’l  break  thy  heart,  the  hair. 

Afhe . My  Loi  d and  Husband,  oh  my  Lord  and  husband , 
Regard  mymifei  ie  and  pictie  me. 

Clot . Thou’rt  cruel  to  thy  felf,  I wrong  the  not : 

It  is  not  I that  tear  this  precious  Fleece,  (agin. 

This  glorious  excrement,  in  validitie  9 
Ancthert  Chaleos  better  Teeming  Jtf  n. 

I puli  no  off  thefe  curious  fportuig  TreSes,  {again. 
Fit  braids  to  Captive  Kings  hadft  thou  beenhoneft. 

1 woundtkee  not,  confcffe,  andiive  as  free 
As  mountain  air,  I will  not  injure  thee. 

Atlc.  My  gracious  Prince,  ZJarenot  call  you  husband. 
Your  afrions  do  forbid,  which  write  me  flave 
AHd  not  your  equallj  if  to  be  your  wife 
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Hasplukt  thismifery  upon  my  head, 

Or  caus’d  in  you  this  phrenfie,  put  m * off, 

2 will  induce  it  patiently;  but  ife’r — — 

Clot.  The  old  tune  this,  com^e,  come,  the  Irons  there. 
Aphe.  Oh,oh,oh,ct  uel  my  Lord,unnlanly;  (they  bind  her  to 
I will  not  cuiTeyet  heaven, no  nor  blafipheme,  the  Chair , the 
Although  my  injuries  would  half  perfvvade,  Eu.  much  fears 
Gods  are  not,  or  deaf  to  innocents.  her  breafl: 

Sould . Arm,arm,my  Lord,the  Cartels  wall’d  about  ( [Enter 
With  livingClay,  three  times  tenthonfani  m cnD  a Souldzer 
Appror  ed  Warriers,  foul’  of  blood  andfire,  haflily  with  his 
That  oneiy  know  to  do,  and  not  to  fufiFer,  Jivord  drawn. 
Make  head  againft  you;  believe  me  fir,. 

A braver  Troop,  and  f ii  its  more  refolv’d. 

Life  never  put  in  aft  ion  : young  Briffac 
v Now  old  enough  to  quit  his  Fathers  death  , 

Together  with  the  ruin  of  his  Sifter, 

Has  vow  d deftruftion  to  your  name  and  afhes. 

Clot . Let  them  come  on,  weed  dare  them  do  their  worft ; 
This  Caftle  will  indurea  fortnights  fiege. 

Before  the  expiration  of  which  time  , 

My  Brother  with  hisiellow  Peers  ofTr^ce, 

Shall  whip  thefe  Rebe's  foi  xtheir  infolence. 

Know’ft  thou  ought  elfe,  why  doft  thou  (hake  thy  head? 

2 Sould.  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord.  ( Enter  another  Souldier . 

Clot.  Villain,  it  is  no  language  for  a Prince.  ( [ftrikgs  him . 
2 Sould,  Then  ftand  upon  your  guard : yet  that’s  as  bad. 
The  Cable’s  wall’d  about  with  walking  fteel. 

And  you  but  tempt  your  death  in  your  efeape, 

If  you  ftay  here,  provoke  it. 

The  Monfiur,  like  the  God  of  war,  beftrides 
A bounding  Courfer,  who  is  therefore  proud 
To  be  fo  back’d,  as  knowing  whom  he  bears- 
So  Centaur-like  he*s  anckor’d  to  his  (eat, 

As  he  had  twind  with  the  proud  fteed  he  rides  on  : 

He  grows  unto  his  faddle  all  cne  piece. 

And  that  unto  his  Horfe:  who  thus  tinmov’d, 

Sits  like  a Per  feus  on  his  Pegafus , 
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Stable  and  fleet.  Who  at  head  of  all  his  Troops, 

With  words  inflames  ’em  that  did  burn  before. 

But  now  appear  much  brighter  5 their  gliftering  arms 
Refle&ing  ’gainft  the  Sun,  doth  lightning  mock ; 

Unto  which  blar.e,  their  Drums  andHorfes  hoofs 
Do  not  want  much  of  Thunder:  fuch  isthelhow. 

As  if  great  Mars,  angry  with  humane  race. 

Did  lead  the  Godfc  to  battle  ’gainft  the  Earth. 

Eu.  How  do*syoiir  Grace  > how  fares  your  Majeftie? 

Clot.  The  Monflu r ? did  he  not  name  the  Monfiur  ? 

2 Sotild.  I did  my  Lord. 

Clot . Is  he  joyned  w ith  them  too> 

Then  Dooms-day  is  at  hand,  I fee  my  ruine. 

Go  to  the  Caftle  walls  to  fummon  them 
To  render  an  accompt  of  their  intents. 

Ask  the  proud  Monfiur  (though  I know  the  caufe)  Lookj  on 
Why  his  prefumptious  and  ambitious  feet,  Apbelia. 
Have  on  the  borome  of  his  mother  earth  , 

Made  a broad  road  oftreafon:  go,  begone.  ( Ext.  Souldiers . 
Caftrato  thou  doftlove  me  i’m  furethou  doft  ; 

I have  fuch  proofs  of  thy  true  hearted^love, 

That  I muft  put  my  life  into  thy  hands. 

Thou  fee’ft  how  all  things  ftand,  my  wife  (he’s  falfe. 

Her  brother  feeks  my  life;  the  Monfiur’s  thoughts 
(Back’d  with  the  ever  fa&ious  fouls  of  France ) 

Aim  at  the  Gallick  Crown  and  dignity, 

Whil’ftl  a catiffandneglefted  Prince 
Muft  fall  by  traytors  hands. 

Eu.  What  mean  you  fir  > 

Clot.  Look  here’s  a Piftollin  whole  womb  lies  death, 
Aheavie  leaden  deep. 

Eu.  Would  youlfhould 
Trie  the  conciufion  here? make  her  eonfefle 
By  other  iuftruments  her  horrid  guilt, 

In  this  there  is  too  much  mercy. 

Clot.  Hear  me  fpeak, 
l’l  trouble  her  no  further , let  her  fin 
Sepunifh’d  from  above,  i’l  wait  heavens  leifure. 
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Here  Eunuch  take  thou  this,  it  was  prepar’d 
For  the  adulterate  Landry ; here,  receive  it, 

And  if  thou  lov’ft  me  ufe  it  upon  me  : 

Come  (hoot  me  through,  I know  I (hall  be  (lain, 

( If  not  by  thee,  yet  by  the  enemie  ) 

And  therefore  to  prevent  the  bitter  fcorn 
Of  the  infulting  foe  (which  is  a death 
So  full  of  horror  to  the  conquer’d  , 

No  Tyranny  is  like  it)  ufe  this  handfull. 

The  handfom’ft  weed  that  nature  can  produce 
In  the  large  ftorehoufe  of  her  providence. 

Can  (hew  no  Ample  like  it ; for  this  cures 
At  once,  the  ficknefs  of  the  mind  and  body. 

Thou  (halt, 1 know  thou  wilt,  I prethee  take  it  5 
It  is  not  murder,  tender-hearted  fool 
Which  thou  commits,  rather  a facrifice. 

For  which  heaven  will  reward  thee. 

Eh,  I do  not  know  the  nature  of  your  Gods , 

Yet  on  your  words  i’l  trie  their  kindnefle . 

Clot,  Nobly  refolv’d,  come  (hoot  me  quickly  then. 

Eh,  1 never  was  liker  t exprefs  my  felf 
Than  at  this  minute;  do  not  betray  me  tears,  (afide. 
The  Eunuchs  nature  njuft  be  harfh  and  cruel!, 

Aphe.  O fpare  him  Eunuch , fparehim,  fave  my  Lord, 
And  i'l  forgive  thee  all  thy  fins  ’gainft  me. 

Eh,  Peace  foolifh  woman,  Vis  thou  that  kill’d  thy  Lord, 
Were’t  not  for  thee  he  might  live  long  and  happy  ; 

Pray  let  me  kifife  your  hand,  and  take  my  leave 
Of  my  beft  Matter. 

Clot,  Do’t  and  be  fudden  then  : ah  what  means  this  V (#  he 
Eh,  Marry  fir  this  it  means  fyjjes  his  handy  he  fnatches 
That  if  this  fail,  this  fhall  perform  the  deed  ; out  his  [word 
Think  not  but  I will  kill  you,  do  not  fear, 

I am  the  excellent’ft  he  alive  at  thefe  fame  toyes. 

Look  here  my  confin’d  fool  Ido  not  bungle.  (Jhe&s  Landrty 
Clot,  Are  thefe  dead  then ? and  the  Jgueen . 

Eh.  As  fure  as  you  live , pray  ask  them  elfe ; 

Uuleffc  this  Ewes  fle(h  too  intenfein  heat 
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Be  lingring  yet  behind:  (he’s  fcarcely  dead. 

But  in  her  dying  ears  id  howl  this  noife  : 

Look  Queen,  here' sthe  top-branch  of  all  thy  Family, 

Mark  but  how  kindly  for  thy  fake  id  ufe  him. 

Clot.  Then  I perceive  I have  been  much  abus’d  , 

So  ha’s  my  charter  Queen:  oh  my  cm  ft  fate  ! 

Eh  Oh,  do  you  fo,  do  you  fo. 

Qh.  On,  oh,  oh.  ( Queen  dyes . 

Eh.  There  broke  a Strumpets  heart:  hear  me  King, 

Thy  Mother  was  a foul  adulter efs, 

A cruel  butcherer  of  innocents: 

VVitnefte  thy  brother,  that  thy  mothers  falfe  , 

YVitneffe  thine  own  eyes  that  beheld  the  fall 
And  mine  of  the  Dumain  Family. 

Thy  Mother’s  deep  in  blood,  for  which  (lie’s  damn’d: 

Youravifht  fair  Cbrotilda  Cl.odimir 

Your  valiant  Uncle,  brother  to  this  Queen  , 

Was  for  the  foul  faft  (lain:  for  which  miftake, 

Dumain , Lamot , Maria,  Ifibel, 

And  the  abus’d  Cbrotilda,  if  by  flight 

She  had  not  fav’dher  life,  had  fall’n  with  them. 

I knowing  this,  and  everpittying 
The  wrongs  that  they  indur’d  , 

Have  found  it  time  thus  to  revenge  them. 

Clot.  What  were  there  wrongs  to  thee-? 

Eu.Yl  not  Capitulate  mine  injuries  (l eat  a March 

I hear  my  time  is  ftiort.  fifth  tvithin. 

Clot.  How  fain  would  I preferve  my  1 ife  from  death, 
iS'ince  my  Aphdia  s chart: tot  j ink  herfelfi 
(Not  that  I fear  the  foe)  made  me  diipair 
O,  future  comfort.  Eunuch,  tip are  my  life, 

1 w ill  fo  give  thee,  and  reward  thee  too: 

Remember  who  it  is  that  lues  to  thee. 

F ' • In  that  remembrance  I have  loft  tuy  felf. 


1 cannot  ftrike  him,  my  relenting  heart 
Yearns  on  his  princely  perfon:  take  your  fword, 
But  on  condition  Ctctair,  tlioufhilt  (wear 
By  thy  decent,  thy  princely  parentage, 
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By  the  wronged  fouls  of  all  thefe  innocents 
To  thy  luft  latisfied,  by  Apbelifs  felfor 
Any  thing  thy  foul  (hal!  hold  more  deer, 

Upon  i eceite,  to  guide  the  fatal  point 
dere&ly  to  my  heart. 

Clot.  Why  would’ft  thou  Co 

Eu.  Pifh,n  teach  thee  to  be  fpeedy  in  " 

Thefaft  remember  how  thyRoyaJ  Father 
Fell,  behold  thy  Mother  murthered  by 
My  hand:  into  thy  bofome  caft  thy  inward 
Eyes,  and  view  the  forrow;  I have 
Heaped  cn  thee,  Look  on  Aphelia^nd 
Let  her  wrongs  prompt  thy  flow  hand 
To  this  untimely  [laughter,  I cannot 
Brook  delay — or  do,  or  fuffer. 

Clot.  A heathen  and  a T i aytor  die  with  thee 
Eu.  A Chriftian  heathen  Clotair  if  thou  wilt 
Itfade  fo  by  thee,  read  that  and  break  thy  heart. 

Enter  the  Monfieur  and  his  Gamp. 

Moun.  Force  ope  the  door  feize  on  his  Royal 
Perfon,  now  Clotair  thou  art  the  Monfieur's 
prifoner,  Tirant  lay  where  is  Aphelia 
YourAdultrefs. 

Clot.  Ic  makes  no  matter  where. 

Brif.  O my  deer  After.  O my  deereft  life 
Vum.  fee  noble  Lords:  here  lyes  that  hell-hound 
Eunuch  : villinup  and  tell  us  who  hath  done 
Thefe  fatal  deeds. 

Eu.  there  neer  alyed  to  thee  that  did  thefe 
A£ts.  Crotilda  and  a woman: 

Dum.  Villain  thou  Lyeft,  my  After’s £on  a weary 
Pilgrimage,  and  for  thefe  many  years  with 
Grief  I fpeak  it  been  travelled  none  knowes 
Where. 

Clot.  Whatam  7,  what  ftrang  and  uncouched  thing. 

Eh.  A raviftier  and  better  to  inftruft  thee  in  thy 
Self,  had  not  Crotilda  been  inceftuotis: 

Omes.  Hold,  hold  your  Royal  hand,  what 
Will  you  do. 

K i ciot. 
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Qlct.  what  elfe  but  follow  her:(hal  Qlotair 
Live  a captive  to  his  Brother:  (live 
To  fin,  inthraled  in  wedlock  chats  inceftuous 
Oravi&erandmurtherer  of  his  friend 
There's  no  way  left  to  rid  me  but 
My  fword,  of  all  thefe  ills  at  once, 

0 wronged  Crotilda 
Than.  My  Sifter. 

C lot.  I Vttmain.  no  Eunuch  {he’s  no  fun 
Burnt  vagabone  ofEthiope.  Though 
Entertained  for  fuch  by  Freedigon. 

1 fay  here  lyes  the  ravifhed  Sifter, 

Slain  by  me  theravi&er. 

T>um.  Hold,  hold  my  heart. 

Eu.  Lend  me  thy  hand  Qlotair.  have  I thy  hand. 

C lot.  Thou  moft  abufed  of  women  kifld,  thou  haft 
E -u.  /would  have  kil’d  the  King,  and  had- 
Put  on  a Mafculine  fpirit  to  perform 
The  deed,  alas  how  fiail  our  refolutious 
Are,  A womans  weaknefs  conquers 
My  revenge,  i’de  fpirit  enough  to 
Qn.it  my  Fathers  wrongs,  and  they  that 
Should  have  feen  use  Ad  that  part 
Would  not  beleive  Ifhould  fo  foon  prove 
Haggard,  But  there  is  fomething  dweHs 
Upon  that  brow  which  did  perfwade  me 
To  humanity:  thou  injured  me,  and  yet 
I fpared  thy  life,  thou  injur  eft's  me  yet 
Would  I fall  by  thee,andlike  to  my  foft 
Sex  I fall  and  Perifh: 

C lot.  Speak,  for  ever  (peak  Crotilda  : C rotilda. 
'Dam.  My  fifter  in  mine  eyes,  this  brave  revenge- 
Should  have  been  mine,  and  not  thy  Ad  Crotilda : 
Away  fait  rhum  Crotilda  laughs  at  thee: 

Her  fpirit  is  more  manly: 

Aphe.  1 muft  weep  too,  mine  injuries  and  hoes 
Are  fo  neer  kia  chat  they  muft  bear  each 
Other  company  in  tears  «f  blood  and  death 
For  my  grieved  heart  to  long  w ith  Earth , 


ji  Trdgedie. 

Would  gladly  fe«k  a way  to  find  out  reft. 

Clot . Art  thoujoyncd  with  her  too  again#  thy  fc  If, 
Will  my  Aphelis  leave  me:  pardon  fweet 
My  love  is  fatall  and  fo  well  thou  knoweft 
The  deadly  Proof  in  fair  Crotildas  death ; 

Yet  leave  me  not  though/  refrain. 

Thy  bed,  and  muft  abandon  all  thofe  thoughts 
Oflovc  which  married  couples  ufe,  yet 
We  may  fit  and  gaze  upon  each  other: 

Tell  fad  tails  ofrnined  princes: 

Wronged  virginity,  and  when  our  utterance 
Is  tryed  with  fpeech,  wee’l  get  and  fight 
A fad  Parenthefes:  and  then  proceed  again. 

Then  fight  again  a filent  Chorus  to  our 
Hiftory,  our  tears  (hall  keep  our 
forrows  ever  green,  ftill  fpringing  never 
Ripe,  ftiall  we  de  thus  to  lengthen 
Out  our  greef. 

Aphe.  Far  ever  King,  the  hand  ofheiYen 
Lyes  on  me,  for  I fed  my  inward  and 
Externall  injuries  wreftle  with  life 
In  which  condition  my  foul  is  worried 
By  that  tyrant  death:  I muft  forfake 

Thee  C lotair ( Skt  djes. 

Clot  Stay  a while,  it  is  unkindly  done  to 
Leave  me  thus ! Oh  ftie  is  gon  for 
Ever,  ever  gone,  and  /ftand 
Prating  heer  between  them  both  : 

Wi!t  thou  not  break  proud  heart: 

I prethee  break*  prove  not  a rebel! 
to  thy  Prince  like  thefc,  its  well  there  is 
fome  Loyalty  in  thee  yet:  thou  art  commanded 
By  me.-.-^r-  {rhe  Kingfaims, 

mrif.  Gratious  my  Lc ig  e 
C Ut.  Charles  I have  injured  thee:  and  thee 
Vumavt^  can  ye  forgive  me. 

Brif.  Good  your  grace  call  back  your  fpirits. 

Think  whats  to  be  done. 

Qkt,  I confider  well;  and  the  now  King, 


The  Fatal  Contra 

The  Quondam  Monfieur  (hall  not  deny  me. 
This  half  of  the  hplinoufjs  of  the  dead 
Lsndrjy  we  do  confer  on  thee.*  the  other 
Half  be  thine  Vumam, Charles  (hall 
Be  Duke  of  France,  thou  ofthePallace 
Major  This  is  our  will  { \ j * 

Vum.  Great  King,  you  arqnot  yet  fo  neer 
Your  end,  fore  fend  it  heaven 
Brif.  Look  up  my  gracious  Lord. 

Moun.  Royal  Brother. 

Clot.  O I begin  to  faint:  I fed  my  laft 
Minute  coming:  and  a darknefs  like  to 
Death  hangs  on  myJEyesMend  me  thy 
Hand  Brijas , and  thine  Dumain  good  gentle 
Souls  when  ye  fhall  mention  me 
And  elder  times  (hall  rip  this  ftory  up:  dife&ed, 
And  Antomized  by  you:  touch  fpareingl  y this 
Story:  do  not  read. 

Too  hai  (h  a comment  on  this  Loathed  deed. 
Lead:  you  inforce  Pofterity  to  blaft  my  name 
And  memory  with  endlefs  curfcs : 

C all  me  an  honourable  Murtherer  5 

And  fin  i(h  there  as  I do ( djts. 

Dum.  O noble  Lord  whofe  fame  was 
Very  effence  to  his  foul:  that  gou,  the 
Other  fled  chtifeing  to  dye 
Rather  then  a King  in  infamy. 

Mown . A heavie  fpe&acle  ofgreifand 
Woe  have  we  beheld  (ince  oux  arivall 
Heer,  take  up  the  body  of  the  King,  and 
Thefe  that  for  his  love  on  either  hand 
Lye flain,  they  fhall  be  buried  in  one 
Monument : and  take  up  thefe:  this 
Was  a Royal  Queen  when  vercue  fleer’d 
Her  thoughts:  but  we  may  fee,  when  we  ’ 
Turn  foes  to  good 3 to  vice  a friend 
We  (hail  like  tnele.  . - 
Andake  thefe  thiiVwe  end.  A dead  jVfarcln 
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